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TO 



W. C. MACREADY, ESQ. 



DEAR SIR, 

With feelings of gratitude for the labour you 
have expended in restoring the Drama to its 
legitimate state on the stage, and of admiration 
of the taste and talents you have displayed in 
your noble task, I beg to dedicate to you the 
following piece, composed at an early and idle 
period of life ; entreating only, that I may not be 
understood as arrogating to my work a credit 
in any degree proportioned to the just reputation 
your name enjoys. 

I am, dear Sir, 

■ 

Yours, most obliged, and 
Very faithfully, 

THE AUTHOR. 

Letherhead, Maj/ 14, 1839. 



Thb extraordinary event known as '< Raleigh's Conspiracy," 
is too fully chronicled in the page of history to need more than 
a very brief recapitulation. 

It was a plot originating, as it would appear, with the Earl 
of Northumberland, Lord Cobham, and Sir Walter Raleigh ; 
having for its object the subversion of the existing government, 
obtaining large supplies of money from foreign states, and 
(as was generally believed) the exaltation of the Lady Arabella 
Stuart, cousin-german to the king (James I.), and in the same 
propinquity to the throne. 

A subordinate plot was formed by Sir Griiiin Markham, 
George Brooke (brother to Lord Cobham), and others, urged 
on by Watson, a Catholic missionary ; which, though designed 
to co-operate with the former, was more immediately directed 
against the king's person. 

The views of the conspirators were encouraged by Count 
D'Aremberg, ambassador from the Archduke of Austria ; who 
for this purpose employed a certain adventurer, named Mat* 
thew de Laurencie, or Lawrency, by whom the conspiracy 
was eventually betrayed. 



CHARACTERS. 



Sir Gerald Latymer. 

Dudley, his Son. 

Lawrekcy, an Adventurer — now a Spy; formerly a Protege of 
Sir Gerald. 

Walter Vivian, a ruined Prodigal, 

Sir Griffin Markham, 

Lords Grey and Cobham, 

Brooke, 

Farninghame, 

Peyton, 

Sir Edward Parham, 

Watson, a Priest. j 

Baoot, a King's Officer, 

Gargantua, a deformed Dwarf— Pdge to Edith, 

Hugh Kensell, a Gaoler and Headsman, 

Gross velt.) _ _ 

>&n;an/» ^0 Lawrency. 

WlLHELM, J 



Conspirators^ with Dudley Latymer, in 
) the Attempt in favour of the Lady 
Arauella Stuart. 



Edith, an Orphan — Ward of Sir Gerald — married to his Son, 
Ethelind, her Attendant. 
Marion, Daugjhter o/* Kensell. 
Marjory, a Housekeeper. 
An Old Gipsy, 

Soldiers, Servants, ^c. 4*f • 



Scene — in Hampshire, Time — 1603. 



THE LORDS OF ELLINGHAM. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I AN APARTMENT IN THE MANOR-HOUSE OF 

ELLINGHAM. 

Sib Gerald Latymer is discovered asleep on a couch, 

Edith watching by him. 

SIR GERALD (waking). 
Yss, it is gone ; — the glorious dream is gone ! 
The world shuts round me like the closing bars 
Of some strong prison. I have yet to die. 
Restrain awhile thy wings, impatient soul. 
Thy flight will be the fairer. — Ha ! this hand, 
So soft and cold, my Edith, it is thine : 
Didst note my slumber, Edith ? 

EDITH. 

Father, yes : 
How calm it seemed ! How like — save for its stern 
And rigid majesty — to that great sleep 

B 



2 THE LORDS OF ELI.INGIIAM. [A. 

Wbich ends above! Some heavenly Laad, I know. 
Must guide the wandering fancy tliat can tend 
To rest bo calm as thine. Dear father — bo 
I'll call thee still — ^who hast ho freely given 
The only parent-love this heart hath known ; 
Thou hast found healing in the world of dreams: 
A skilful leech is slumber. 

SIR GERALD. 

Let me rise. 
Draw back these heavy curtains. Thanks, my child ; 
So would I have it. Ah ! 'tis better far; 
Not in the silent chamber's dusky gloom, 
Where pale attendants, and the lip-toe tread 
Of slippered nurse and leech, give death a mtcn 
Unjustly hideous ; but where things of life 
May meet and mingle with his grateful prayer. 
Bright heavens above him, and around a world 
All fresh and beauteous from its Maker's hand, — 
Would the old soldier give his soul to God. 

EDITH. 

There is a balm in Nature's healing breath 
Surpasses human skill — a sweet, fond nurse. 
That with a kiss doth cure. Ev'n while I gaze 
Upon thy face, dear father, I could think 
That eye grows brighter, and this hand more firm. 
Ohl you will live to bless your children long 
With that beloved smile! 

SIR GERALD. 

No, dearest, no. 
In the niglit- watch, "uiiLlst fairest dreams that e'er 
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Crowned mortal fancy, Death hath spoke with me ; 
And I have braced my spirit's armour on 

To meet my King in heaven Tell me, love. 

Canst recollect thy mother ? Nay — why ask? 
I know thou canst not. Twenty years have flown 
Since she, this bosom's earliest love, became 
A glittering angel in the courts of God. 
She should have been mine own. Tis vain to raise 
The ashes of this buried grief again. 
Long have we waited for our bridal day : — 
'Tis come, at length. 

EDITH. 

Alas ! what mean you ? 

SIR GERALD. 

Tell me, 
Is not this day the second of the month ? 

EDITH. 

It is. 

SIR GERALD. 

This day she died ; — so young, so fair, — 
As if a creature moulded from the dust 
To gather store of human hearts, then die. 
To make the spectre men are taught to fear — 
A bright and holy thing. How like thou art ! 
How very like ! — Pale cheek and speaking eye — 
Sad and sweet smile. Nay, move not. Now Heaven 

bless thee ! 

EDITH. 

Oh ! is there not another should partake 
This treasured blessing ? 
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SIR GERALD. 

Tis of my poor boy 
That I would speak to thee. Nay, let him come ; 
If that, indeed, a dying parent's love 
May once outweigh the dearer fellowship 
Of strange companions. 

EDITH. 

Dear sir, wrong him not ; 
He is within ; a breath shall summon him, 
And prove his true affection. Dudley, come. 

Enter Dudley Latymer. 
Our father calls thee. 

LATYMER {kneeling by the couch). 
Edith, I'll no more 

Resign my privilege with thee to share 

These loving vigils. 

SIR GERALD. 

Dost thou love me, boy ? 
I will not doubt, but prove. To what I ask, 
Reply without reserve. 

LATYMER. 

On all things, sir, 
(Aside). Save one. Pray Heaven he do not touch on that! 

SIR GERALD. 

A dark suspicion haunts me. Thou shalt drive 

The phantom hence. 'Tis rumoured, — rumoured, boy, 

Treason hath singled out this quiet vale 

For its unholy spells ; that its false mien 

Hath from their duty and allegiance lured 

Some certain of our friends. Peyton is one^ 
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Sir Edward Parham, the young Faminghame, 
Geoi^e Brooke, and Griffin Markham. Can it be — 
Nay, blush not, boy; I said 'twas rumour — that 
Amid the number of this traitorous band, 
Thy name should e'er be reckoned ? 

LATYMER. 

Father! I? 

SIR GERALD (raising himself). 
How, boy! wouldst pause and palter with my word, 

Till threatening death, thy pale auxiliar, glides 

Between us? Mark me: if thou dost desire 

The last brief hours of our communion here 

Should pass in peace and love, reply to me 

As man to man should answer ! 

LATYMER (still hesitating). 

Pardon me : 
I know not, if 

SIR GERALD (bends over, and catches a paper from 

Latymers bosom). 

Look, sir; — 'tis Watson's hand ! — 

He writes to thee ! — On what? — What seeks the knave ? 

What is the popish villain to my son ? 

Great Heaven! I see it all. O Dudley, Dudley, 

If such could to thine honour force the way. 

How weak its guard ! — Take thy credentials, sir, 

They soil a soldier's hand ! Ungrateful boy ! 

Disloyal subject, bringing such foul stain 

On my untarnished name. Take the base scrawl, 

And with it, my 
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EDITH (throwing herself at his feet), 
O father ! hear me speak ! 
Let not the anger due to hoary rogues 
And practised traitors^ fall with such dread weight 
On the young spirit they have tampered with. 
His heart is true and noble ; he ne'er failed 
To thee In pious duty, nor to me 
In love most boundless. Speak him kindly, sir ; — 
Wears guilt such looks as these ? 

LATYMER. 

Enough, dear girl ; 
Plead not as for a criminal that hath 
No cloak for deeds that err. Be mine the name 
Of that weak puppet who, on England's throne, 
Hemmed in by false and greedy flatterers, 
With acts of daily rigour, from his rule 
Some loval heart divorces. Twas for this. 
And in defence of that most injured lady, 
Whose crime is that her veins run royal blood : — 
(No more ;) I joined with those whose manhood urged 
Some sudden measure to redress the wrong : 
And, though ne'er heart-warm in a cause I knew 
My father would disown, I felt it just, 
And, so persuaded, would have furthered it. 

SIR GERALD. 

An error, boy. No cunning sophistry 
Can give fair colour to the plea that arms 
A subject's hand 'gainst an anointed head. 
Poor though his policy, and weak his rule, 
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James Stuart is our king. Shall these old veins 
Have giv'n their juice and strength of youth for him 
Whose right thou wouldst invade ? My time is brief 
For such a theme. Yet a few fleeting hours, 
And blood and treason, peace and kingly rule, 
Shall be alike to me : but, for the sake 
Of this poor innocent, I charge thee, boy. 
Recall the fatal pledge thou mayst have given ; 
Save both thyself and her. Dost promise me ? 
I know thou wilt. 

LATYMEB. 

My dearest father ! 

SIR GERALD. 

Here, 

Give me thy hand, my boy. I'd look once more 

Upon yon glorious light whose near decline 

Is to these eyes eternal. Listen, both, 

To what I say. When, some months past, my Dudley, 

I gave you, at God's altar, this fair prize, 

That act which love and wisdom both did urge 

Scarce had its source in justice. She — in years 

Too tender to reject the ill-judged bond — 

Was pledged to — Lawrency! 

LATYMER. 

To Lawrency, 
My father ? 

SIR GERALD. 

Ay ; to Lawrency was pledged ; — 
That youth whose wild demeanour made these halls 
No fitting home for him. Thy father, Edith, 
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Upon his death-bed, took thine infant hand, 

And pledged thee, — with thy store of untried love. 

Thy noble name, broad lands, and coffered gold, — 

To yon unthankful boy. He died, and left 

His orphan to niy care. I loved thee, child. 

First for thine angel mother's sake, but soon 

No less thine own. Could I stand passive by, 

And mark thy young and warm affections launched 

Upon such troubled waters ? No ; I kept 

The secret here, and when I saw love's flower 

Spring silently 'twixt Dudley's heart and thine. 

Strove not to check its growth. Speak ; did I wrong ? 

Couldst give more perfect love to him who claims, 

But at another's will ? 

EDITH. 

Love knows no bond, 
No power, save its own mighty impulse, to 
Select its throne. Mine difl so. It is here. 

(^Embraces LatymerA 

SIR GBRALD. 

Then the last cloud that dimmed my spirit's peace 
Is rolled away. The mind of Lawrency 
Is proud and vengeful. Yet I trust that time 
Hath given him to u filter bride, and thus 
No thought of rankling jealousy, or bale, 
Shall cluud the sunshine of my children's peace. 
Now I would sleep again ; but first kneel down 
Together at ray side. Weep not, my child, 
We are all friends — all happy friends again. 

[ The Scene closeg^m 
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SCENE II THE INTERIOR OF A HOVEL ON THE MOOR-« 

AN OLD GIPSY COWERS OVER THE EMBERS— A GIRL 
ATTENDS HER. 

GIRL (approaching timidly). 
Art better, mother ? 

GIPSY. 

I am cold — cold — cold. 
Ague without, and burning fire within. 
That, what with shivering joints and seething brain 

Tis marvel life doth Hark ! set ope the door : 

One comes across the wold. 

GIRL (listening at the door). 

I hear no step. 

GIPSY. 

I feel it. A short, heavy step, — a step 

Neither of man nor child. It comes ! —How now ? 

Enter Gargantua (in a rich habit). 
My spiteful imp ! my comely infidel ! 

My tricksy child of darkness ! Art thou come 

At last ? 

GARGANTUA. 

Less malice in thy greeting, mother : 
Else wert thou at the final gasp, I'll ne'er 
Obey thy summons more. Farewell! 

GIPSY. 

Come back. 
What ! art thou not my child ? 

GARGANTUA. 

Ay, SO you tell me. 
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Andy should I waver in that fond belief. 
The brook that mirrors, and the waning moon 
Aping the curve of this accursed form. 
Might whisper whence it came. 

GIPSY. 

Thou liest, imp ! 
Hag as I am, I once was beautiful. 
Thou^ from .thy cradle, but a wizened sprite, 
To scare big women in their throes, and thus 
Increase a monstrous breed ! Wouldst twit me with 
Thy hunchback ? 

OARGANTUA {stamping fuHously). 

Woman — witch ! Hast ought to tell ? 

GIPSY. 

Art surly with me, sirrah ? I've a charm 

Shall make thee, like the wild-cat, spit and squeel ! 

There, sit ye down. I met one in the wood 

Whom thou must know of; — him who was betrothed 

To Lady Edith. 

GARGANTUA {starting). 
Lawrency? 

GIPSY. 

Hark, boy, 
Once and again IVe whispered in thine ear ; 
When hath my warning failed ? Hither he comes 
With villanous intent. I read his thought — 
A rogue's face is a study pleases me. 
He had a comrade, of a fairer mien, 
Whom I scarce saw. Yon ruffian struck me down, 
And spurred his horse upon me ; but the beast 
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"Was nobler than the man, and stoutly strove 
To save the creature flung beneath hU heel : 
But, in his sidelong bound, inflicted here 
The gaping wound you see. 

{S/iews a wound in her foreluad.) 

GAHGAMTDA. 

Didst speak of (wo 
Who rode together ? 

aiPST. 
Ay, the younger paused, 
And flung me back some gold, then followed on 
The track of Lawrency. I sent for thee 
That 'gainat hie dangerous scheming thoa mightst warn 
Thy daio^ dame ; but less for love of her, 
Than ancient hate of him. Begone, sir, take 
Thy spangled fool's dress hence. Oh ! Oh ! — I see 
My boy would crave his mother's blesBing. Come, 

(Draws a brand from thejire.) 
ni give it thee, — My pet, my popinjay. 
My straight-backed gentleman. 

GARQANTUA. 

Farewell, my mother. 

[Exit. 
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SCENE III .•— A ROOM IN THE MANOR-HOUSE. 

L ATYMER — EDITH. 
EDITH. 

Wouldst have me weep, that with such mournful eyes 
Thou 'rt ever watching me ? What means that gaze 
That, since our father's death, fills me so oft 
With some unfathomed dread ? Thy happiness 
I would not doubt — thy love I will not; then, 
Tell me, dear Dudley, what sad signs are these ? 

LATYMER. 

Edith, I blush to look in Fortune's face. 
Opening my bosom to her boundless gifts 
All undeserved. What daring act hath twined 
With my life's garland that rich flower, — thy love? 
How should I mate with thee ? My own fair bride. 
But that all danger, trial, dread, must now 
Be shared with thee, I would essay some path 
Might prove me worthier thy surpassing love : 
And witness how unspeakably my soul 
Doth worship thee, its idol. 

EDITH. 

Oh, forbear, 
For man and sorrow are too near akin 
To be at distance ever. 

LATYMER. 

See, I've cast 
The gloom and shadow of this heart on thine. 

* A period often days it luppoicd to elapse between Scenes I. and III. 
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Yet be it pardoned, if mine eyes do wear 
Less light of gladness, bent in thought upon 
The dust of a dear father, scarce inurned. 
Joy is but selfish. 

' EDITH. 

So is sorrow, too. 
The heart that bows, the eyes that droop and weep. 
O'er the firesh tomb, no grateful ofiering bring 
To the loved sleepers. Upward must we look ; 
Onward — and upward. 

LATYMER. 

Dearest, let us quit 
This theme. Thou know'st not what dark thoughts are 

here. 
Men may be prophets without angels' aid ; 
Yet thrive not by the warning. Wherefore, now, 
Seems it our spring of hope is darkened o'er — 
Its promised flowers all withering in the glare 
Of some dark evil eye ? I am not prone 
To superstitious credence, yet this thought 
Clings strangely by me. 

EDITH. 

Dudley, for its source 
Search thy heart closer. 

LATYMER. 

There I find but thee : 
No shape of doubt or terror can abide 
So near thy throne, beloved ! No ; 'tis without 
I hear the growl of storms which, but for thee, 
Might burst and welcome. Could I see the end — 
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EDITH. 
Now, by my hope, right glad I am, my Dudley, 
Tliou hast, though late, bethought thee of my claim. 
As I'd partake thy sweet of thought, to ehare 
Its bitter too. Traitor ! thou giv'it no heart 
If, in one little corner, thou hoard'st up 
A thought of secrecy ! Too well I know 
With whom, and in what fatal bonds, some chance 
Hath linked thy fortunes. Woman as I am, 
Unskilled to judge the echenieB of desperate men. 
Such Knmble sense I have as teaches me 
That plots like this, with scarce a ground of hope, 
Such loose materials, lack of earnest hands. 
That it may reap no honour, — can but lead 
To loss, dbgrace, perhaps — God! — to death! 

LATVUEB. 

Alas ! 'tia true. Yet to a bitter test 

You put me, Edith. I am bound, indeed ; 

And if destruction threats our toppling tower, 

Then so much more doth honour bid me pause, 

Nor, by a cowardly desertion, make 

Its ruin sure. 

EDITH. 

Oh, not in mask so grim 
Hide the fair face of honour ! 



Edith ! 



Fi-own if thou wilt, I can endure it when 
Tis for thyself I pkad. Thy father's dust 




Ay- 



i. 111.1 
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Demands obedience to his liring will. 

Wlience was the light which filled his eye till quenchcil 

By deaths pale haod — what caused the smile that clung 

To his kind lips e'en to the gate of death. 

Ay, passed beyond — but the belief that thou 

Wast surely torning from these perilous paths, 

Ev'n for his sake and mine ? 

LATYMBR. 

Spare me, my love. 
So much I may but promise : three days hence, 
A secret council of our band is held. 
In the west chamber ; I will hear their plans, 
And if they point not fiiirly for success. 
Recall my pledge. I have not told thee yet 
(I knew it but this mom) who brings us news 
From D'Arembei^ — our playmate Lawrency ! 

EDITH. 

Thou do8t not say so ! Dudley, now, indeed. 

The omen speaks. Great Heaven ! what boding chill 

Darts through my bosom at his very name ! 

LATYMEK. 

Nay, he's our kinsman, and is trusted, too. 

With dearest counsels. Soon I hope to need 

Such aid from him no more. My gentle one. 

Be thou alone my counsellor and guide. 

My bosom's hope and home. Oh, let me learn 

Some fairer language ; I but weary thee 

With this heart- worship, which, like some old strain 

Whose strength anil moral in the chorus dwells, 

Still wanders back to the old passionate lule, — 

/ love thee, and / love thee. [Exsunt. 
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SCENE IV. — A PART OF THE GROUNDS. 

JEnter Lawrency and Vivian as from ajtmraey. 

VIVIAN. 

Wherefore this haste ? I tell you it hath cost 
A life. Yon gipsy whom you dashed aside 
So fiercely from your rein, I shrewdly guess. 
Will spell no fortunes more : your charger's/ hoof 
Left a red token on her brow will spoil 
The luck of many souls. 

LAWRENCY. 

What, man, dost fear 
I marred thy fortune ? 

VIVIAN. 

Tis past spoiling now. 
Though not past mending. Laugh, sir^ if you will. 
You've killed our prophetess. I saw the blood 
Spurt forth and dim her flashing eyes that shone 
Like witch-lights in a fen ; she spoke, and seemed 
To know thee. Let me see : what was't she said ? — 
*' ITie hound of Cecil " 

LAWRENCY. 

Pshaw ! ne'er heed it. 

VIVIAN. 

Stay— 
** The hound of Cecil !" Could she have discerned 
The warrant in thy bosom, framed against 
All knaves and traitors, with fit means and power 
To ferret out such game ? How knew she that ? 
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LAWBBKCY. 

Pshaw ! she knew nothing. 

VIVIAN. 

It sounds strangely too — 
'* The hound of Cecil !" 'Shrew me ! I have known 
Such random shafts tell in the golden ring, 
If not the bull's-eye. 

LAWAENOY. 

Well, enough ! Dost know 
Wherefore, my friend, I sought so earnestly 
Thy present company ? 

VIVIAN. 

I'd fain believe 
To do me some good turn. 

LAWRENCY. 

As good a turn 
As if thyself had'st packed the cards. But, first, 
I may require thine aid : Walter, thou know'st — 
(So much thou must have gathered from my words) — 
I am no stranger here. The buried lord 
Of these domains was my youth's earliest friend, 
Bat cast me from his bosom in the hour 
I most did need his pity. 

VIVIAN. 

Ay, and now. 
Like the great Roman, thou 'rt returned to wreak 
Thy vengeance on thy former home, and hang 
That home's usurping heir ? 

LAWRENCY. 

Perhaps not so, 
c 
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Howe'er thou judgest me, this breast of mine 
Holds yet one generous tenant. The bard world, 
That in its rough mould cast my thoughts anew, 
Left one unchanged — it was too sacred — one 
Worth all, and that is — love. Yes, there have been 
Sweet moments, when my spirit, like a bird 
Wearied with soaring, flew to nestle here, 
And seek^ amidst all sweet and peaceful things. 

My little rosy playmate of this wood • . 

My guardian angel ! In the tented field. 
Wrapped but in memory's mantle, I have slept. 
And woke again ; and, while the storm howled by. 
Armed with the chill mist and the biting wind, 
I did not feel it, Vivian. 

VIVIAN. 

You are moved. 

LAWRBNCY. 

Vivian, this prize was mine. 

VIVIAN. 

Was? 

LAWRENCY. 

Said I so? 
Honour and hope rebuke me for that weak 
Mistrustful word, — Is mine! Yet I have thought 
Or dreamed. Didst ever hear of one who toiled 
In the red thirsty summer, on the bank 
Of a fair stream, and never paused to bathe 
His lip in the cool wave ? or one who walked 
O'er scattered ingots and rich gems — no hand 
Save his to gather them — and would not stoop 
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To fill his bosom from the glittering store ? 
j! No, tmst me, friend : philosophy is past. 

. WeVe no such stoics now. {Crosses to Vivian.) 

Look in my face ; 
Am I the man you thought me ? Do I bear 
The look of Lawrency ? I that have gazed 
Upon the fairest eyes that light the world. 
Blush — tremble — linger — daring not to meet 
This rustic child, this 

VIVIAN. 

Calm yourself, my friend. 
She must indeed be fair, to rouse thy mind 
To such wild action : — let us to the house ; 
I would hear more of this strange love of thine. 
Didst thou not say that I could give thee aid ? 

LAWRENCY. 

I'll tell thee, — but not now. Mark yon old oak: 
To-night, when the moon rises o'er the wood, 
Await me there ; and then will I lay ope 
Before thine eye my plans and purpose — all, 
All that this heart contains. 

VIVIAN. 

I shall not fail. 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE v. — AN APARTMENT IN THE MANOR-HOUSE. ' 
LATKMEB — EDITH LiWRBNCY. 

LAWREHCY {aside). 
I would, but cannot, disenchant mine eyes; — 
She chains mj gaze upon her. Gods, how fair ! 
I knew her lovely, — dreams have limned her bo, 
Fancy hath so presented her, — but now, 
artists feeble and incapable ! 
How are ye beggared nil ! 



These towers, you see. 
Retain their ancient gloom and majesty. 
LAWBKNCY {starting). 
Ay, in Bohemia, — in Bohemia, cousin, — 
Twtts there we met, I 

Nay, 1 did not speak 
Of aught beyond our ken. My thoughts were less 
Remote tiian thine, good cousin. Time hath made 
Few changes in tlie aspect of our home, 
As thou wilt Bnd : and mine is not the hand 
T* anticipate the scythenian's deeds, and mar 
This pleasant concourse of familiar things. 
There's little change. 

LAWKENCV. 

1 know it. Had a tree 
Sunk down with age, or but a single stone 
Of the old mansion changed its wonted hue. 



f 
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Or a new flowerplot fringed the fountain's edge, 

I would detect it straight. My thoughts, constrained 

To seek another, not a fairer home, 

Made frequent visits here, though stealthy too ; 

For I have found that pleasant memory, — 

One of the hearths spoilt children — o'er-indulged, 

Doth tax the bosom for a greater love 

Than wisdom should accord. Dear Latymer, 

Here is a comrade for whose sake I must 

Unter Vivian. 
Bespeak your kindness, one with whom the world, 

Or its worst part, hath dealt ungratefully : 

He bears, you see, no malice. On his front 

A generous nature shines. (Aside.) O most demure, 

(He retires abruptly. Latymer and Vivian 

conversing.) 

And smiling priestess, sits thy worship there ? 

Love, who can doubt thine aspect ? whether locked 

In mute lips, and the soft hypocrisy 

Of eyes that droop and wander, — or as tkusj 

All bare and speaking as an ale-house sign ? 

See how her breath waits on his words — her eye 

Follows the bend of his ...... 1 cannot breathe 

With freedom here. Come, loitering night; I long — 

I sicken for thee Dudley, can it be? — 

Lo, how the rosy, laughing boy hath leaped 

Into the pride and power of noble manhood ! 

Down, courtier heart, thy flattery out of tune, 

Try candour, and confess a woman's love 

Might ask no fairer boon than on such head 
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To lavish its rich treasure. I grow sick, 

rU forth and walk ; 't were better far to gaze 

On souls that float in the red streams of hell, 

Than longer on this pair ! \_£Jxit. 

LATYMER. 

Hath aught occurred 
In your late travel, that could throw this cloud 
Of discontent athwart my kinsman's brow ? 

VIVIAN. 

No truly, sir, he ne'er seemed merrier : 
These lovely scenes called many a pleasant hour 
Back to his mind. No warrior to the field, 
Lover to bridal, school-boy to his home, 
E'er shewed more gamesome mood. Stay, I remember 
Some hag of the forest yonder seized his rein. 
Whom, while she spoke, his restless beast threw down. 
And hurt, I fear ; — 'tis like his generous heart 
Dwells on it strongly. What a friend am I ! {Aside.) 

Re-enter Lawrency. 

LAWRENCY. 

Your pardon, cousin ; I have ta'en the right 
Of an old friend, to quit you at my will. 
A foe, that I had hoped to leave behind 
In the damp fields of Holland, haunts me still : — 
A sudden faintness, which the calm, fresh air 
Doth medicine quickly. It is gone — quite gone ; 
And so no more, I pray you : you shall find 
My spirits rise the freelier from their thrall. 

LATYMER {Uads Mm to Edith). 
Come, I must have you better friends with one 
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Who shared alike oiir boyish sport and caro ; 

Nay, I mast faiu confess, in frolic still 

The readiest of the three. (Aside.) So grave, my Edith ? 

A word, good master Vivian. (They talk apart.) 

LAWBESCy. 

Edith may 

1 call you BO ? — My lips have not beeu taoght, 
As yet, forgetfiilness of any word 

So fondly loved Am I forgotten, Edilh ! 

Is «!/ forgotten?— All the pleasant scenes 

That were so dear? the rose-walk and the bower, 

The tale of witch and fairy, conned beside 

The gossiping brook ? Nay, an you will or no, 

I'll play the tutor to your memory, 
Wliich doth put on this dull and careless garb 
In very wilfulness. Thou canst not choose 
Dutihink 

EDITH. 

There's nought in childish joys to fill 
Tnat spot of richest culture, marked by Heaven 
For nobler fruitage. Our maturer thought 
Sffeeps brightly o'er the mind's expanding scroll, 
And wisdom on the ready surface writes 
'o characters more loved, and lasting too. 

LAWRENCY. 

Ob, do not,— do not preach bo harsh m tkitli ! 
Drag not the fabric down in whose kind shade 
This outcast soul hath sheltered from despair, — 
Royrith such cruel sorcery, transform 
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Mcmonr's bffiglit gold to adheiL Mwtlbelwwt 
Cfoind its tur maaskmB with mm If ■iitii, Uent 
Aod vorU-poDoted, jet refine its fint, — 

Its iimocfnf guests, « iHBie? Woald I hsd died 

Ere wsudered bsdk to find sndi heart as thine 
Turned from its woman's tmth and tendeniesB! 



I am not changed; and sitice joa rhallenge 
Then Uame me not tor its onwdcome mien. 
I lored the roees dkem, — I loTe them now, — 
Anoed as they stand, their tiny points shew 
And patent to the eye. The foont, the hird. 
Hare the same melody so loved of old, 
Tbey cannot pander the sweet gift of song 
T0 falneboodV purposes. No changeling I,^ 
What I have loved, I love ; what hated (and 
Uticb tkuli shall lack no advocate in heaven), 
1 fwm my heart abhor : and that is one 
Wba hides a dark and treacherous intent 
III pl#flsani seeming; sends his malice forth 

Drrnrnd in the robes of friendship Latymer, 

^niy frkfids must need refreshment. WiU you follow ? 

iCro$$€$ and gives her hand to Viviak, tc7Ao Uads 
her out,) 

LATYMER. 

Mqu ftffi mi well yet. To some inward pang 
^mr ^Nftriging cheek confesses. 

LAWRENCY. 

Then my cheek 
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Shews falsest colours forth. Tut ! I ue'er felt 
So well content, so boisterously gay. 
So well disposed to cast all thought beside. 
And give my soul to reckless merriment ; — 
I've song and tale for thee ! We *11 e'en be boys 
Again, my cousin ! Come, we loiter, come ! 
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[Exeunt. 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I A PART OF THE GROUNDS AT A SHORT 

DISTANCE FROM THE HOUSE. 

LAWRENCT {alone). 
To light between the maddened hunter and 
His yielding quarry, were a perilous, — 
Albeit, a timely leap. Tis done ; and now 
My soul is arming for a task more hard, 
To make the prey my own. Ha ! hither wends 
The ready instrument, — that graceless fool. 
Who when the minion Fortune came and crammed 
Her partial favours in his very maw. 
Did spit them from him. 

Enter Vivian. 

Vivian ! what ! is 't thou ? 
A friendly step has ever music in 't ; 
Else truly I should chide that thou didst break 
So rudely on my dream. I was enwrapt 
In heavenly musings. See yon glimmering world ! 
Is 't not a sweet and comfortable faith 
To deem her pure white orb that home contains. 
Where spirits, long athirst for waters, free 
From the eternal taint of life's alloy, 
May stoop and drink their fill? 
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VITIAH. 

Pehaw I ia Mi* all 
Hie mighty secret ? Tben, with your good leave, 
I will go home to sapper. Tliere 'g a flask. 
Worth all the streams thoa talk'st of, that I left 
Bat barety finished. What 's the mooo to me ? 

LAWBBNCr. 

Tib well ; thou clipp'st the spirit's eagle wings. 

And back to earth it falls. Ay, to the task, 

The daily drudgery of creeping life. 

Bind we our thoughts again. Know then, my friend 

(For so thott art), I hare a thing to do, — 

A work of gain and promise. In one word. 

Say, wilt thou aid me ? 

VIVIAW. 

Why, sir, I am poor. 

LAWBBltCT. 

^ow art thou ? I bethink me of a vale 
Midway 'twixt Atherton and Ooldinghame, 
I^velf and fertile, whose iat soil, men said. 
Yielded the flower o' the harvest. Those broad fields 
ffiiere are they ? 

VIVIAN. 

In a needy moment sold 
For one good acre's worth. Nettles and weeds. 
Black poisonous mists, blighting and barrenness. 
Enshroud them. I<et them go. 

LAWBBNCT. 

The forests, too ? 
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Stont o&k and fir. 
Sell, and be ricb. 



Why, I 



They're ploughing the salt seas; — j 
God's raaliaon on every fated ship 
They helped to furnish ! 

LAWSENCT. 

But the good doubloons — 
Rich plunder gathered in the Spanish wars ; 
Sure those lair hoards, won by thy gallant sire, 
With hazard of tiis blood, were never doomed 
To hang in pearls upon a wanton's neck. 
Or gild the thousand graceless purposea 
Of an unthrifty son ? 

VIVIAN. 

They 're gone, sir, gone, — 
The glittering cherubs got them wings, and, ere 
I knew their beauty, fled in different shapes, — 
Ab gems, rich garments, banquets, women, wine. 
Hawks, horses, dogs — the dice, pei-chance, have had 
Their turn — 'twas slight— I never cared to gain — 
My gift was spending. Glorious days were they ! 
Ha, ha ! I thank my stars, I 've lived, sir, well. 

LAWREKCY. 

That thou mightst die a beggar in a ditch : 
A wise resolve. But even thus we prove. 
And quickly too, the worth of that rare gem,— 
An unbonght friendship. Doubtless those who sat 
With thee in Fortune's lap, drank thy free cup, 
And shared the bounty which thy friink heart gave 
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So richly forth, did welcome in the cloud 
Which brought them opportunity to pay 
Their honour s debt, and give thee refuge fair. 
Till brighter days should shine. 

VIVIAN. 

Good sooth, not they ; 
Too knowing fiur, the pretty butterflies 
Fled to a sunnier clime, deserting one 
Whose flowers had fallen. 

LAWRBNCT. 

And left you 

VIVIAN. 

Very poor. 

LAWklENCT. 

True, so thou art, in what the sons of men. 

In their great wisdom, think their opulence ; 

But there 's another sort. That breeze was kind 

That scattered thine inheritance — it blew 

Thy smouldering wit to flame. Thy courage, too — 

A bird that crows so stoutly, hath, ere now. 

Bloodied his beak — mark me — how fair a fleld 

For gifts like these, doth niggard man bestow ! 

His grovelling passion — his blind lust — false pride — 

His lave — ha! ha! — his fond credulity. 

I^hese are thy acres, and thy forests too. 

Thy jewels and thy money bags. To this. 

What is the doting alchymist's false dream. 

The merchant's freight, the heir's — Pooh! 1 have shewn 

thee 
The true Golconda ! 
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VIVIAN. 

What wouldst have me do ? 

LAWRENCY. 

Work but this mine — 't is easy. Come this way. 
Thou see'st this path whereon we stand ? 

VIVIAN. 

I do. 

LAWRENCY. 

How like a cunning serpent it doth glide ! 
Now stretching on in the fall eye of day ; 
Now, piercing the wood's bosom— lo ! 't is gone — 
We know not where — yet there it is again ; 
Still winding on towards yon princely pile ; 
Andy look you now, its two huge arms expand 
As if to grasp the prize. Such path is mine, — 
Such the reward I aim at. 

VIVIAN. 

How ! reward ? 
Young Latymer's inheritance ? 

LAWRENCY. 

Ay, more 
Than his inheritance ! No matter now, 
Whate'er it be, I tell thee 't will repay 
The toil. Remember only, those who climb 
To a great end, not often find the path 
Too smooth for them. 



VIVIAN. 

Tut, sir; no child am I, 



No trembling girl ! 
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LI WBBirCT. 
Ay, bnt your high-btcMid st^ed, 
lliBt tosses his proad head, and stamps in scorO 
AmH the spears, will swerve and start aside, 
Ssmd by a skulking croDe. Remember ttiia : 
Me we our warning from the princely beast — 
No check at shadows. 

VIVIAM. 

I You speak darkly ; yet 

My miiid, melhinks, goes with you. 

LAWBBHOT. 

in said 

Out way had crooked turnings which require 
£yes that wink not beneath suspicion's gaze ; 
Prompt hands that start not from the transient touch 
or needful blood ! 

VITIAM. 

I know its colour. Well? 
LAWBBNCY. 

Nay, there 'a no more to say, and 't is but chance ; — 
Mere chance — true metal's touchstone. Thou art, then. 
Prepared to aid me t 

VIVIAN, 

With most earnest will. 
I'd &in build up my shattered hopes anew, 
And from the top look down, and laugh at those 
Who thought my ruin sure. I 've better learned 
To entertain them : there 's no gratitude 
In this great mart — the world. Ha! who goes there? 

(Gargantua crosses hekind them.) 
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Tis the dwarf page : think'st thoa the hunch-backed thief 
Hath heard our talk ? 

LAWBBNCT. 

I care not. Let us in ; 
We will no longer company the stars. 
Lest they should mingle in oar council too. lExeuHt. 



SCENE II—^ SUMMER PARLOUR. 

Edith, alone. 

BDITR (pushes her harp aside). 
I cannot recollect it ; yet, *t is strange. 
The perfect music that doth haunt my ear 
Prompts not my memory. So to forget 

A thing he loves ! My heart is ill at ease : 

Pa00 but this day in safety, I shall smile 
At the slight birth of weak and fodlbh fears. 
That, like too eager sentinels, create 
A foe in each new object. — Who is there ? 
My page I 

Enter Garoantua. 
Come hither, sir, and tell me why, 
Of late, thou 'rt ever absent, though thy place 
Is at thy mistress's side ? I thought you loved me. 

OAROAKTUA. 

Loved, lady 1 

EDITH. 

Foolish boy ; why dost thou start 
And crimson thus ? 
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QAROAKTUA. 

I know not — I — I feared 
Your anger, laadam. 

EDITH. 

Aoger ! Art thou not 
Most true and faithful ? 

GAHGANTI 

Oace to prove that faith. 
Is the rich gem that sends a lustre up 
Through life's dull draught ; I'll find il, though it lie 
Beneath the dregs, Bnt, see, a guest approaches. 
Whose courtly tones are better skilled to charm 
My lady's ear. 

Enter Lawrenct. 

LAWEENCY. 

One word — beseech you. 

BDITH. 

Hast thou aught to say 
That tODches but myself, speak it, I pray, 
Without re9er?e. 

LAWBENCY (gOlTUf). 

There was another name 
Might have claimed some attention ; but, perchance, 
A more auspicious hour 

EDITH. 

Gai^antua, 
I'll summon thee again. ^Ejiit Garqantua. 

LAWBENCY. 

First of thyself, — 
Wherefore this studied coldness 1 these austere 
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And altered looks ? What fatal hand has cast 
This icy barrier 'twixt the intercourse 
Of once familiar bosoms ? Trust me, Edith, 
I would do much to win that kindness back 
Was mine in happier days. 

EDITH. 

Would'st thou, indeed ? 

LAWRENCt. 

Indeed — indeed — I would. 



Why listen, then, 
For I will tax thy generosity. 
And that right speedily. I know thee, sir, — 
Thee, and thine errand here: 'tis one of craft — 
Of false deceit — of black-soul ed treachery — 
Of that foul crime which men, who boast their guilt. 
Would ne'er confess to — the lost angels' fault — 
Ingratitude ! Throw down the slight disguise : 
Do I not know thee ? 

LAWRENCY {aside}. 

Better hadst thou been 
A thought less wise. {Aloud.) I know not from wliat act. 
What word of mine, the knowledge grew, which bears 
So dark an aspect. I am not affrighted 
With the black picture quickly conjured up 
To turn me from my suit. Come, lady, come ; 
A truce to irony. Thy words, but now. 
Bade me believe — or else mine heart, too skilled 
To snatch at hope, deceived me— that there was 
Some way (albeit ! find it not) whereby 
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This long, and patient, and enduring lore, 
Might reap at length reward. 

EDITH. 

Did I Bay so ? 
I had foi^otten. Yes, there is one way. 
Would 8t find it ? 

LAWBENCY. 

Ay, fiur lady ; willingly. 

EDITH. 

Thy palfrey stands within his wonted stall ; 

Tis a stout nag, and swift ; will travel well 

Some twenty miles, ere noon be ripe to-morrow : 

Be thus fer on toward the capital ; 

Be silent as to all thou may*st have heard, 

And noted here ; return not for the space 

Of one whole year ; — then will I school my mind, 

Confess that I have judged thee hastily, 

Intreat thy pardon, and bestow 

LAWBBKGT (Joking her hand eagerly). 

Speak — speak! 

EDITH (tnms away). 
My gratitude and cousinly esteem. 

LAWBENCY. 

Truly a generous and a prudent pledge ! 
Yet do I covet more. For thine own sake — 
For life's — for honour's — for the sake of all 
Thou hold'st as precious — last of all, for mine — 
Say not " despair.'* Oh, put not to the test 
The frailty of this heart, nor set at strife 
Ghratitude, mercy, and the love of thee, — 
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Leet tlimt tfi« Isst prevail. Sm, Fate baa laid 
Her sharpest weapotis ready to my liand, 

And fair uccssioa coans me Nar, no more. 

Throw tliis in-6tting garb of anger by ; 
Resume thy smile — be gentle to my suit — 
Aud, evea at mine own [>eril, these thy Friends, 
Though far advanced in treason*^ dangerous march. 
Shall he, by friendly hands, drawn back and saved ! 
Reject me, and they perish, with the hoy 
Whose blood is worth tliem all. Do not speak yet; 
Pause on the final doom! 

EDITH. 

To pause were sin 
Greater than I can name. Hark ! For my friends, 
I leave them to their innocence and God \ 
But for that dearer life you threaten, know 
He Is — Diy heart throbs proudly at the word ! — 
He is my husband ! 

LAWRENCT {starting back). 

Jest not on this theme ! 
Nay, were it thus — had I been so betrayed — 
Some rumour must have reached my tortured ear, 
Ev'n in my land of exile. Speak again ; 
Say that thou dost but prove ma! 

EDITH. 

It is true ;— 
1 am his wedded wife. 

LAWRENCY {trfter apanse). 

And thou can'st smile-^ 
Canst speiik, with tone unaltered, words that tear 
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The fibres of my heart! Art thou a woman T 

No — no — her soul's first element is love — 
Her nature's essence, mercy ! She ne'er turns 
Her back on the n^lected — tramples not 
Upon the fallen : Honour is her god — 
And her bigh creed, how sorely tried soe'er, 

Forbids to wrong the absent ! Edith, thou 

Wert mine, by promise, in the tace of Heaven — 
I ne'er released the bond 

BDITH. 

It is too late. 

LAWBENCY. 

It is not. To my passion this boy's love 

Was but a childish dream I O wretch ! O thief! 

That in a brother's absence could'st creep in 

And steal his toil's reward ! Edith, for thee 

I have risked more than labour. Thou hast sate 

Ev'n in mine honour's throne — hast worn the garb 

Of virtne, woven in angel-looms — thy hand 

Hath waved the cheering Vtgbt no cloud could hide, 

Storm quench, nor danger pale ! Have mercy, Edith I 

Rend off these &tal fetters : mine thou art. 

And mine, 1 swear, thou shalt he ! 

EDITH . 

What is this ? 
Dost thou not know me ? Did'st not henr my woid — 
The wife of Latymer ? 

LAWHENCY. 

Hold, torturer ! 
Be still — it burns my soul! I know thee — I 
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Thou art a felon's bride ; and I would save thee 

From ills thou dar'at not meet in dreams! Come — comq 

Did [ not swoar it ? 

EDITH. 

liither thou art vile 
Beyond all scorn, or I, most wickedly. 
Pervert thy meaning. By my hopes of heaven, 
I blush to spend another word on thee t 
Yet know, that I disdain thy threatened power, 
Ev'n as I loathe thy love. {She retires as he approacht 

Kneel at my feet. 
And I will spurn thee as a venomous thing 
That, in the guise of friendly innocence. 
Would sting my more than life ! Avoid my path, 
Coward and in grate! 

LAWHENCY. 

These are courteous words ; 
And, for infliction of a deadly wrong, 
A balm well chosen. Once again, be warned ; 
Send me not from you with these poisonous thoughts 
Warring upon my reason. Urge me not 

To madness ! Edith, speak ! hast not one wori 

Of comfort 1 

EDITH. 

None. Pity dwells not with scorn : 
I know thee for — a spy ! A creature hired 
To traffic iu the blood of nobler men. 
And yet, I fear thee not. Be grateful that 
I leave thee thus ; nor bid some vassal's hand 
Chastise this vain presumption. [£ 
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LAWBBKCT. 

Ha! ha! ha! 

"Chastise!" — "presumptioii!'* Mercy! mercy! 

Heay'n ! 
Let not this fearfiil passion burst my brain. 
And thus defraud me of my last dear aim — 

A swift and deep revenge ! 

{A pause — he looks up suddenly,) 
Who spoke to me ? 
Wliat shapes are these that float upon mine eyes. 
Glide o'er the landscape, glitter from the tree, 
Inritmg as to some rich banquet, each 

With aspect feirer than his fellow ? Ha ! 

With what fell craftiness ye choose your time ! 

Soch should not tempt in vain ! I know you all, 

Ye smiling fiends and ministers of hell ; 

Whence ye arise, and whither lead, I know, 

And who your master. Still, with heart enslaved 

%your surpassing mien, and promise kind, 

I naake ye mine, and follow. Come, Revenge ! — 

Come, sweet revenge I swift Hope for once outrun. 

Prom nought I '11 shrink, so 't be but quickly done. 

\^Rv^hes out. 
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SCENE III.— A RETIRED PART OF THE GROUNDS. 

Walter Vivian reclining listlessly on a bench. 

VIVIAN. 

This will not do ; I must shake off this calm 
That steals, like some deceitful foe, on one 
Whose life is action. Yet 'tis sweet : above, 
Blue sleeping skies ; and in mine ears alone. 
The brooklet's distant murmur, or the buzz 

Of summer insects Would I were a fly I 

A soft and gentlemanly life he leads,. 
With not on earth a duty or a care. 
Save to make music to the flowers, and take 
Their honey for his pains. With day he dies : 
Night is too chill for his luxurious ease — 
Too rough for his gentility. Heigho ! 

Who would not be a fly ? This sword, whose weight 
I ne'er yet felt, grows ponderous to my hand 
As any ploughshare. Pooh ! my very thoughts 
Grow rustic now I 

{Enter Lawrency, in a disordered manner ; he paces up 
and downy as not noticing Vivian.) 
Do spirits walk at noon ? 
Hast met a ghost, and listened to some tale 
Of direful murder ? Speak, companion ! 

LAWRENCY. 

Ha! 
Thou here ? 
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Ay ; what has happened ? What contains 
The scroll you crush bo madly ? 

LAWKENCY. 

Lost — lost — lost ! 
The prize long hoped — long promised — gone ! O Walter I 
Was't ihou that jested at our travel's speed? 
Alas ! the horeee should be winged at heel. 
That must out-gallop hutnaa treachery ! 

TITIAN, 

What ! She refused you ? 

LAWRENCT. 

No ; a puling boy, 
A whining, sickly minion, of whose life, 
Till three days past, I took nor thought nor heed, 
Hath snatched my prize as you would thistle-down. 
And whiffed it from me. Her own Irps pronounced 
The fatal truth. 1 wept — I kneeled — I prayed — 
I know not what — for I was mad 1 She bent 
Upon me eyes that flashed disdain and rage, 
And left me with a threat, that .... Well — 't is well — 
I woo another now, dear Vivian — one 
Whom thou most help me to ; I did not think 
So soon to need thy promised aid. Take this : 

(Gives a scroll.) 
I would have written something, but can trace 
No characters that man may read. Mine eyes 
Dazzle and throb — beneath my writhing hand 
The letters turn to blood ! Now, pi-ay you, hence — 
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Take my good horse, gray Champiiey, aud away ! 
George fiogot lies at Mallwood with his troop. 
Not ten miles hence — away ! 

VIVIAN. 

My mission first ? 
What must I do J 

LAWBENCV. 

Oh, pardon. In this scroll — 
It bears the seal of Cecil — thou wilt write 
Such names aa Griffin Markham, Farninghame, 
Brooke, Peyton, Parham, and — and — Latymer. 
To-night the witch of discontent doth hold 
High council here ; and hither come her sons, 
In strange disguises, as their fancies teach ; 
Fitter for morrice-danee than council grave, 
For masque than murder ! Choicest plotters they ! 
Oh, I could laugh, but for a demon thought 

That burns me, here Let Bagot draw his mt 

About the door, and, when my rapier falls. 
Unleash thy bloodhounds, and secure them ! 



All? 




LAWBENCY. 

Dost understand me 1 



A,, 
But 1 have ate and drank with Latymer, 

Looked in his heart, and now, to hang him ! Tbi 

Of tlie pool' girl, too ! Nay, my conscience shuns 
This act of — ^of 
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LAWBBNCT. 

Stem juslice, thou would'st Bay : 
I *11 help thee to the word. Tax as thou wilt 
My grateful friendship. Glut thyself with gold — 
Make life a revel — sit in Luxury's lap — 
Play with coy Fortune's golden tress — and those. 
Thy friends, that bowed them to the noonday sun, 
But shunned its setting, thou*- dost mind me? ha! — 
Wilt now reward them T 

VIVIAN. 

Sir, enough : your slave. 

[Exit. 

LAWRENCT. 

So the dark play begins With every pulse 

I feel my nature change. What darksome spell — 
What fearful spirit is at work within, 
When even external objects do partake 

Its horrid seeming ? Edith, 't is thy deed ! 

Not mine — no — no — not mine ! [Exit. 



SCENE IV.— A LARGE APARTMENT IN THE WESTERN WING. 

Latymer, Farninghame, Peyton, Brooke, Sir Griffin 
Markham, and others, carelessly disguised^ sitting as 
in deliberation. 

farninghame. 
Pshaw! tell me not. An 'twere not for the pity 

To strike one link from out so fair a chain 
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Of fellowship, it were but just to move 
The Dame of Matthew Lawrency be marked 
Within our list, as lukewarm in the cause 
Of honour and of truth. Believe me, sirs, 
I like it not. Spite of his pleasant mien, 
I hold him for too close and crafty, far. 
To trust our necks withal. 

PEYTON. 

And, by the chain 
Wherewith thine own is compassed, thou, methinks^ 
Valu'st it over cheaply. Has't, perchance, 
Escaped thy wisdom, that thou art not now 
Lord of the hall and bower in Faminghame, 
But simply. Hob the ploughman ? At what tryst 
Did'st buy thy gew-gaw ? 

FARNINGHAME. 

Spanish leather boots. 
Bright gilded spurs, and jewel-hilted dagger. 
Make an apt finish to a butcher's frock 
And rusty beaver. I will be so bold, 
Worshipful wielder of the axe and steel. 
To bid thee doflFsuch tell-tale braveries. 
And leave them in the shambles. 

PEYTON. 

Gentle swain. 
Most rustic Damon 

FARNINGHAME. 

Good sheep-slaughterer. 
Tempt not thy bullock's fate, or 
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MARKHAM. 

Ha ! how now ? 
Here is a coil betwixt two honest men, 
The butcher and the boor ! Our friends have yet 
To learn disguises. We, who breathe in courts, 
We are sworn masquers. The world finds us ever 
What we would be, not what we are. 

BROOKE {aside to farninghame). 

Lo! now 

Sir Griffin Markham (fifteenth page of state, 

Deputy-usher of the queen's back stairs,) 

Mounts his court palfrey. You shall hear anon 

The very words the Lady Clarice Mayne 

Whispered the duchess in the presence-chamber. 

That made her stiff grace smile. Would'st know how oft 

The king caressed his poodle ? He will tell you 

These Dews, and more ; and for all rumours 'Sooth, 

Commend me to these know-alls, who know nothing ; 
Who skim the airy froth of circumstance, 
But leave the cream behind. 

FARNINGHAME. 

E'en so ; and yet 
The scale that holds our common venture, Brooke, 
Is not so laden now, but we must needs 
Be thankful to the very butterfly 
That perches on the beam. 

BROOKE. 

How ! set you then 
The life of our great enterprize upon 
The feith of this court rapier ? 
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He 18 brave ; 
And hostile useful knowledge those acquire 
Who, mingling with tlie puppets of the time, 
Note the great game, and shape their lesser one 
After the winning rule. {Aloud.) But — -this is stn 
The trysting time is past ; yon empty seat 
Doth augur badly for our brotherhood. 
What, can the blossoms of our sprouting tree 
Drop off ao quickly 1 

BBOOKE. 

Twas my own remark, 
Friend Latymer ; I tell thee to thy beard. 
Thou nursest carelessly our infant cause: 
I do mistrust this friend of D'Aremberg, 
Whoe'er he be. 

LATYMER. 

Rest you contented, sir ; 
I have no longing for an hempen ruff 
More than yourself; and give me leave to say, 
If freely 1 confide to this man's hand 
My life — as deeply gaged as any here — 
Why, so may you. 

MABKHAH. 

Thou 'It answer for his truth 1 
Well, — 1 am satisfied. 

FARNINGHAME. 

So am not I. 
Nay, I demand 
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Enter Lawrekcy (speaking to one without). 

LAWRENCY. 

I tell thee, sirrah, no ; 
Hence — J will do thy message. Cousin Dudley, 
Here was some man of thine before the door — 
A most importunate knave — who would intrude 
Upon these worthy gentlemen, to bring 
A pressing embassy from thy fair bride. 

LATYMER. 

From Edith?— ha! 

LAWRENCY. 

That thou must keep in mind 
To ride with her to-morrow, else she would 
Believe — something, I know not what 

PEYTON. 

To business. 
Now, may no half-heart friends delay our deeds. 
Nor discord mar our councils. Let us first 
Consult our letters. What says D' Aremberg ? 

BROOKE. 

Marry, but little to the point. He writes 
As if the paper were red hot, and he 
Dreaded to burn his fingers. A wise hound 
That doth not care to open till the game 
Be fairly sprung ! 

FARNINGHAMB. 

A moment, gentlemen, 
There is a little custom — a mere form — 
Tis only a mere form — grace before meat: 
Yet still 't were well. Our new ally, who deigns. 
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At length, to fill his seat, hath not yet ta'en 
Our wonted pledge. 

LAWRENCY. 

Is 't thus you spend your time 
At council-board ? ( The others speak apart, — 

Nay, sirs, mistake me not, 
Nor deem that I refuse to share in aught 
Your wisdom hath enacted. 

Enter hastily y at a side door^ one closely muffled, 

LATYMER. 

Watson ! Then 
Is danger near. 

WATSON. 

Nay, brothers; I am here 
To quicken, not to quench, your noble zeal 
In our fair lady's cause. Pray you, sit down. 
While briefly I unfold a project framed 
By those you wot of, but which your own hands 
Must render perfect. Ten days hence, the king 
Will hunt at Hanworth. Shall we, too, be there, 
And pay our homage ? 

MARKHAM. 

How ! — unbidden ? 

WATSON. 

Ay, 

And unexpected, and unwished. The king 
At Hanworth hunts the deer, but we will hunt 
The king.* The royal hart once snared, we make 

* With this hopeful scheme, called, in the language of the initiated, the 
" bye-plot/' Raleigh and Cobham had no connexion, but doubtless would 
have entertained it as a /nj alter* 
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Our own conditions with the meaner herd ; 

]Bxalt our gentle lady ; set men free 

To worship as their conscience will ; and work 

Our full revenge on Hume and Cecil. Speak, 

Like you the sport? . {A silence.) 

MARKHAM. 

Why — ay — but something doubt 
Its due enjoyment. Our whole strength would scarce 
Bring down the royal quarry, turned to bay ; 
Yet hold, — how rides the monarch? 

WATSON. 

With a band 
Of thirty yeomen-foresters. Of these, 
Some are our own ; the rest, but lightly armed 
With hunting-spear and knife, will scarce resist 
Determined onset. What, my friends ! ye pause. 
As I had bade you to besiege the Tower, 
Not take a summer's ride ! Well — well — enough — 
Let me not urge you. To another theme ; 
We '11 talk of this again. Now hear the tale 
Of high rewards that wait on our success. 

BROOKE. 

The schedule framed by Raleigh ? 

WATSON. 

Ay, 'tis here: 
And you will find that he whose name should stand 
The foremost there, hath claimed no meed but honour. 
Unto myself has fall'n the lot which claims 
My best of service. Lord High Chancellor ; 
The noble Cobham's kinsman, Master Brooke, 

E 
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Lord Treasurer of England ; next to him. 
Sir Griffin Markham, versed in court intrigue — 
Quick in resources — who so fit as he 
For our State Secretary ? Last, not least, 
The good Lord Grey, our Master of the Horse, 
England's Earl Marshal.* 

FARNINGHAME. 

There 's one other post. 
And much I marvel that the highest of all 
Be left untenanted. 

WATSON. 

What, sir, is that ? 

FARNINGHAME. 

The office, sir, of — hangman. Gentlemen, 
If I mistake not, we shall have quick need 
Of such a functionary. I, too, beg 
To read my schedule. 

{He produces a paper ^ which Lawrency snatches 
and tears,) 

Matthew Lawrency, 
Thou art a traitor and a villain ! {All rise in confusion,) 

MARKHAM. 

How! 
A Judas here? — The soft- faced flatterer! 
How well he played his part ! and yet, methinks. 
He hath not lived at court. 

FARNINGHAME. 

Now hear me, sirs ; 
While here we sit, dispensing place and pay, 
Honours and titles — by this comrade here 

• The arrangements actually proposed. 
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Our lives are bought and sold. Look here! and here! 

(Points to the vrriting.) 
From this torn witness we may gather still 
Wliat will convict a traitor. Draw, Sir Spy ! 

(^Advances upon lawrbncy, who is searching for 
his weapon.) 

LATYMER {placing himself between them). 
Stay, sirs ! stand back ! what sudden broil is here ? 

How know you he betrayed us ? There 's no proof. 

Hither he came, a voluntary guest, 

And he shall have fair trial. Hold, I say ! 

{Strikes down Farvinghame's rapier. The door is 
forced open, and Bagot rushes in with soldiers.) 

BAGOT. 

Secure the window — let no bird escape — 
A brimming trapful ! 

PEYTON (to the guard). 

Let me pass, good friends. 

Alack ! I knew not what disloyal mouths 

I came to measure for to-morrow's feast. 

BAGOT. 

Good master butcher, stay — not quite so fast — 
Let us not lose your worship's company ! 
The Tower hath roomy offices wherein, 
By leave of our kind sovereign, thou may 'st still 
Pursue thy honest calling. Fellows, look ! 
Let him not pass — him in the fisher's frock ! — 
T is Griffin Markham! 

MARKHAM. 

So thou know'st mine air? 
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Know too, sir soldier, we who breathe in courts 

Can do the sword-play ! {Draws.) 

LATYMER. 

Are we in the toils ? 
Let's prove the birds have talons then. Come on! 
Draw, friends, and try the temper of your steel; 
Rapier to partizan ! 

{All draw.) 

BAGOT. 

Hold— hold— hot boy! 
For your brave father's sake, whose loyal heart 
Death spared this bitter pang, I will not drench 
His ancient hall in blood. Our threefold force 
Spurns all resistance. Drop your rebel swords : 
Trust your king's mercy, rather than contend 
Idly against his justice. 

FARNiNGHAME {to the guards^ who secure them). 

Careless hounds ! 

Ye are fit tools of justice, thus to leave 

The better part undone. What! stands he there? 

{Pointing to Lawrency,) 

The master-spirit of our enterprise, 

Watching the tower his own false fingers planned. 

Drop on the builders' heads ? Must he go free 

To forge fresh plots, while those more innocent 

Are marked for felons? 

BAGOT. 

Sir, my soldiers know 
The duty brought them here. The list of those 
Whose practices have drawn the wakeful eye 
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Of Justice on them, shews me not the name 
Of him you mention. 

FARNINGHAME {tO LATYMER). 

Hear you that, my friend ? 
Now own me for a prophet. 

Enter Vivian. 

VIVIAN {aside to lawrency). 

You were slow 

In giving signal. 

LAWRENCY. 

I had lost my weapon, 
And their's were at my throat; but he — he saved me, 
And gave, himself, the signal of his doom. 
T is well he spared me that. Keep further off: 
Quick eyes observe us. 

BAGOT. 

Gentlemen, I must 
Pursue my office. Such kind care as may 
Render the time less galling, shall be yours 
Where I command. Lead on. 

{As they are led out Edith enters^ and throws herself 
upon the neck ©/"Latymer). 

LATYMER. 

Look up, my girl ; 
Shew me thine eyes ; ev'n from those stars of hope 
Must I win fortitude to bear that ill 
Their loving foresight would have turned from me ; — 
Not learn an idle sorrow. 

EDITH. 

Let me weep, — 
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I am a woman. What imputed crime 
Draws these dark faces round us ? 

LATYMER. 

My worst fault 
Is the imprudence that has brought this grief 
On thee, beloved. Some enemy has- sown 
These jealous poisons in our life's fair fields ; 
But they shall bloom again, love, doubt it not : 
Fear not mine innocence. 

EDITH. 

I will not — no — 
They cannot harm thee. 

BAGOT. 

Lady, pardon me 
This thankless office ; we must forth : but soon. 
My friend, I trust, shall know no prison save 
The arms which hold him now. 

(Signs to Lawrenct aside,) . 
Persuade her hence ; 
I must away. 

lawbency. 
Take courage^ gentle cousin. 
Come, shall I lead you in ? 

EDITH. 

Ha ! touch me not, 
Thou viper ! hence ! — O Dudley, we are lost ! — 

The enemy is here! 

(She sinks into Latymer's arms insensible,) 

LATYMER. 

This is the worst : 
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Curse on my madness ! — What are gems and thrones 
To the blest peace whose empire rumed lies 
In this kind bosom ? 

{He pauses^ then beckons Lawrency.) 
Cousin, hark — a word — 
Closer — come closer; fix thine eyes on mine. 
A dark suspicion rests upon thee ; tongues 
Hare freely used thy name : but I am slow 
To see the cloud 1 would not, and prefer. 
By greater love, and fuller trust, to shame 
A fleeting honour back. Look what is here : 

{Points to Edith.) 
A thing how loved — how helpless — and how fair! 
Unused to sorrow's sting. 1 think thee honest ; 
1 know that thou 'rt a man. Wilt watch this treasure ? 
Wilt guard her with all truth and tenderness ? 
And soothe and strengthen when my danger comes ? 
For, cousin, there is danger. Say but *' Ay," 
And take her from mine arms, a gem to be 
Returned me here, as pure ; or, else, redeemed 
With added grace, in heaven. But, if thou dost 
Mistrust thyself — nay, search thy heart, good cousin ; 
And if thou find'st one faint and wavering thought, 
Then give me back mine own, and boldly say 
That heart, though weak, is yet too great to wrong 
The friend that trusted thee. 

LAWRENCY. 

Be witness, Heav'n t 
I take the pledge, and will defend it so 
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That when thou *rt free, thou shalt suspect no more. 
But know rae — as I am. 

( Takes Edith in his arms and gives her to attendants, 
who bear her out.) 

BAGOT. 

Our horses wait ; 
Set forward there. 

LAWRENOY. 

With your permission, sir, 
I *11 journey with you. When a tempest lowers 
Above the heads I love, 'tis not my wont 
To quit their side. No — I '11 to London too. 
And there partake the fortune, good or ill, 
Of my dear friend and cousin, Latymer. 

BAGOT. 

Your presence may be needed. At the least. 
Your friend will have good counsel. Much I hope. 
This boyish plot will finish, as it ought, 
Rather in jest than blood. 

[Exeunt all but Lawrency and Vivian. 

VIVIAN. 

Was it well managed? 

LAWRENCY. 

The most diligent fiend 
In Satan's train, could make no better speed. 
Were a lost soul just turning back to heav'n 
That had been deemed secure, 'Tis done — no more — 
I bargained with thee, not for praise, but gold : 
Thou shalt not lose thy hire. Hold, hark you ! 
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VIVIAN. 

Well? 

LAWRENCY. 

Dost thou believe — Pshaw ! 'tis a foolish thought — 
Untimely too ; but, tell me, dost believe, 
That, this life ended, on its heels there treads 
Another, and more lasting ? 

VIVIAN. 

Truly, ay, 
If you believe priests' tales. 

LAWRENCY. 

A judgment too. 
Where man before a thousand wakening worlds 
Must stand uncounselled and alone, to plead 
For crimes committed 'gainst his fellow ? 

VIVIAN {turning from him). 

Why 

These questions now ? 

LAWRENCY. 

Because, if so it be — 
Mark me, I say but if — this spiteful deed 
We are in act to do, will shew so strong 
'Midst the more colourable vice of men, 
Veil't as we will, its scarlet shall blush through, 
And drag down justice. 

VIVIAN. 

What ! so soft of heart ? 
Wast thou not mocked ? 

LAWRENCY. 

Give me thine hand, good friend ; 



, I 
«• 
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Tis very true. What strange forgetfulness ! 

Yes, I was mocked : thank Grod that / was mocked. 

Insulted, spumed ! I know thou didst not heed 

My fond and idle talk : no, no, thou didst not. 

Thou *rt my good friend : come on, we '11 follow them.* 

* It is chiefl J on the authority of Sanderson that Lawrency is believed to 
have betrayed the conspiracy. 



END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I A CELL IN THE OLD GAOL OF WINCHESTER. 

Lattmer, conducted by Hugh Kensell and others. 

LATYMER. 

Shew me thy lantern, friend ; scant light is here 
For one whose footsteps are not wont^ like thine, 
To probe so deeply the mysterious paths 
Delved in earth's bosom. 

KENSELL. 

When you quit them, sir, 
Light may yet be more odious. Randolph, see 
Those rivets sure. 

LATTMER. 

* 

How, fellows ! you mistake ; 
I am no bear, nor lion newly snared : 
Such fetters are not forged for manly limb. 
And shall not hang on mine. 

KEMSELL. 

Your office, sirs ! 
Heed you a snarling cur, that hath no teeth 
To back bis puny rage ? Up with him straight ; 
Secure, but not too close. Give room to reach 
The couch. Ay, ay ; let no tight tether mar 
His soft repose. 

{As they secure him^ enter Mariok ivith a basket.) 
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MARION (passing near latymer). 

Be patient, sir ; you know 
Not yet with whom you deal. 

KENSELL. 

So, that will do. 
What, dainty mistress, you have brought some food 
To make our new guest welcome ! What hast here ? 

{Examining the basket.) 
Are these the viands we are wont to spread 
Before our visitors? Child, you mistake — 
Black bread and water is the traitor's fare. 

MARION. 

Pardon, my father ; he is gently bred ; 
Has had soft nurture. Never hath he known — 
Ala^, that any should ! — the hardships borne 
In this dark world. 

KENSELL. 

Dost teach me duty, wench ? 
Nay, take the hint : begone ! 

MARION {aside to him), . 

Beseech you, sir 

KENSELL {with sudden rage). 
What, minion ! dare you answer me ? 

{He seizes her by the Jiair,) 

LATYMER. 

Hands off. 
Old savage ! would you kill her ? Every hair 
You grasp is worth thy carcass. Could I reach thee — 
Curse on these chains! — release her, brute ! 
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KENSELL. 

Rail on, 
This warmth of passion will be curb'd anon ; 
The crawling cell-damp hath a wondrous knack 
At curing sudden tempers. Look, sir boy, 
How much Hugh Kensell fears your worship's rage ! 

(Beats Marion.) 

MARION. 

Oh, father, do not strike me ! Pray you, sir, 
Incense him not ; rage ever masters him. 
Release me, father ; I'll obey you ! Oh ! 

Enter Lawrency. 
LAWRENCY {seizes MARION /rom him). 
How now, black Hugo ! at thy favourite sport? 
Old keeper of bell gates ; are scourge and chain 
The only music grateful to thy soul ? 
Shame on you, coward ! What, art muttering ? 
Hither, you growling ruffian ! 

(Whispers Kensell, who withdraws sullenly to the 
back of the cell,) 

My poor girl ! 

Nay — nay — be comforted. 

MARION. 

My heart is full — 
I will go in and watch by my poor child. 
And thou wilt come to me ? 

LAWRENCY. 

Ay, I will come ; 
But I have business with my kinsman, which 
Twere cruel to delay. lie needs a friend 
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As well as thou. What cheer, good cousin ? — Nay, 

[Uxit Marion. 
What have we here ? {Examining Lattmer's chains.) 

Our pleasant-visaged friend. 
Doth thy profession no anxiliars own 
Of fairer mould than these ? Unlock them straight ; 
Thou dost exceed thy duty. 

(Kensell brings a light chain.) 

LATYMER. 

It is well ; 
And now my limbs have space and strength to move, 
Keep thou beyond their range. Welcome, my friend. 

LAWRENCY. 

Sit down, dear cousin ; I must talk with thee. 

And — Get thee hence, old ban-dog ; what dost here, 

Thine office once performed ? \^Exit Kensell. 

LATYMER. 

By what strange spell 
Dost awe the savage nature of this fiend ? 
Twere well to teach it me. 

LAWRENCY. 

The love of life. 
There *s blood upon his soul, and well he knows 
I have his secret. Such a wholesome fear 
Proves useful now. The villain hath, beside, 
A daughter fair and gentle ; for her sake 

He shall not hang Enough of him ! Would'st hear 

Of Edith ? 

LATYMER. 

I but hover round my mark. 
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Dreading to strike at knowledge which may fix 
Fresh sadness here ; yet, speak. 

LATYMER. 

When first aroused 
From out the kind oblivion which affords 
Hearts breathing-time, she gave herself to grief 
That awed all comfort dumb. She took no food, 
Nor slept; but paced from hall to hall, and sighed 
In answer to their echoes. Then her mood 
Changed, and the mourner thenceforth wore her grief 
With proud calm constancy, as if wound up 
To some most fixed resolve. Start not, dear cousin ; 
But much I fear this seeming fortitude 
Betokens harm. 

LATYMER. 

To whom ? 

LAWRENCY. 

Thou know*st that some, 
In prosperous hours, most weak and womanly ; 
That start at shadows, shrink with mortal dread 
From sorrow's slightest contact — will, when struck 
By an overwhelming grief, brace up each nerve 
To sudden courage. Edith hath prevailed 
With certain disaffected (men on whom. 
And on their plans, most jealous eyes are nailed) 
To meet in silence, and with sudden force 
Attempt your rescue ! Who can tell what harm 
This love, whose deep devotion shews so fair, 
Might drag upon its object? 
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LATTMER. 

Blessed fault ! 
T is hard to blame its rashness How to check 
This harm ? 

LAWRENCY. 

Alas ! my poor invention fails, 

Unused to cope with Stay — a letter, cousin ; 

Write words of comfort ; bid her note how things 

That bow them to the sweeping storm, rise up 

With fresher state. Tell her how dear is life — 

(Be earnest there) ; and bid her seek to save 

By swift compliance, patience, gentleness, 

Rather than dangerous schemes. Had she a friend 

LATYMER. 

Who but thyself? What! gave I not this gem 
Unto thy guardianship ; and thou, false friend, 
Forsak'st the trust so soon? 

LAWRENCY. 

So speed me, Heav'n ! 
As I will never leave to guard this prize, 
Ev'n as it were mine own ! (Aside.) The devil himself, 
Methinks, can wring no falsehood out of that. 
I must depart, my cousin ; but will leave 
A trusty friend, to whom thou may'st confide 
The letter. So, take comfort, and farewell ! 

LATYMER. 

Farewell ! and thanks for your good counsel, cousin. 

[Exit Lawrbncy. 



ScsMB II.] THE LORDS OF ELLINGHAM. 65 



SCENE U.-^A MEANLY FURNISHED ROOM IN THE 

GAOLER'S HOUSE. 

Marion watching by her child asleep. 

MARION. 

He 's quiet now — that restless cry no more 
Orates on my heart — the bright unhealthy rose 
Bums with less lustre. Kind physician, sleep^ — 
What balm can equal thine ? {Sings in a low tone,) 

My deeping boy, thy form, this eve, 

So near my heart I bear. 
Almost I dread thou shouldst perceive 
The doubt that rankles there. 

I dare not kiss thee ; — should I weep, 
My tears would break thy gentle Bleep. 

But I can guard thy slumber well, 

And pray for thee, my boy : 
Pray that no scorn thy love repel, 
No blight thy hope destroy. 
One was my love and hope, and he 
Is cold, and stern, and changed to me ! 

Out on my tongue ! 
I know not why this discontented strain, 
This silly rhyme, should haunt me ever thus, 
When I 'd be merry. There 's a time for grief, 
And that is when the loved are far away, 
Not looked for momently. There is a time 

F 
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For joy, and snrely that is when kind looks 
And treasured words, like visitors wlio know 
How welcome is their coming, holdly knock 
At Memory's mansion : loving guests, come in, — 
There '» room for all. And have I not, beside. 
Good hope that he will grant the boon that now 
I put to issue ? 

(,Sends over her child, and sings again as if uncoit^ 
sciousli/.) 



Enter Lawrenct. 

LAWHENCy. 

What! so doleful, child? 

Hast not a merrier 

MARION (running to him). 

Hush, dear Lawrency ; 
The baby sleeps at last. The fever fit 
H&lh worn him sadly. Heaven be praised thou'rt conieij 
I 've much to say to thee. 

LAWnENCY. 

TLen quickly, girl; — 
I must away again: — m_y horses wait. 

MARION. 

Come, look upon the little slumberer ; 

Soft — soft — I pray you j it hath cost such pains 

To win him to this sleep O Lawrency, 

Looks he not lovely? Sweet my hoy, sleep on, 
My own heart's darling. Prithee, rest awhile : 
Let me sit here, and lean this tlirohhing brow 
Upon thy knee. I would not see thine eyes ; 
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For if I looked and found rejection there, 
'Midst the wild tumult of my eager hope, 
Methinks 't would kill me. 

LAWRENCY. 

Tears, poor child ? Come, come. 
Out with this dreadful tale. Hast stol'n a cake. 
And had a whipping ? 

MARION. 

Mock not at my woes, 
For that were worse than still to suffer them ; — 
I am most wretched. Take me from this place ; 
And keep the pledge you gave. 

LAWRENCY. 

Pshaw ! the old tale, — 
The weary, sad old tale. 

MARION. 

Alas! alas! 
Thou know'st not half the misery I bear. 
My iather hates me, Lawrency. Tis true — 
That sense which in the sternest parent's heart 
Hath some dominion, hath been changed to gall, — 
To scorn, — to loathing. Foul, contemptuous words, 
And blows, less hard to bear. Look here — and here, — 
These limbs you praised for whiteness, — you will scarce 
Say so again. These tangled locks you said 
Were bright and soft, now rudely rent away 
In his fierce anger. Worse than that — O God ! 
My child, — he struck my child, — ev'n as it stretched 
Its little arms, and would have flown to him 
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Had he permitted. Pity — I can bear 
Tliia weary hope no longer ! 

LAWRBNCY. 

Thou say'at well ; 
And from the burden of this hope I will 
At once relieve you. Thou canst never be 
My lady-wife. Didst e'er believe, my pet — 
(For all my vows, but kindly meant to give 
Thy conscience ease), that — ba! ha! ha! — I'd wed 
The headsman's daughter ? For that silken snare 
Which binds so many discontented hearts; 

I '11 give thee gold, — I '11 give thee wliat must Welfl 

Why dost thou turn so pale, and clutch mine arm? 

MARION. 

Forgive me ; I am faint — I scarcely think 
1 understand you 

LAWREHCY. 

When, in former days, 
[ talked of love, thou wast not wont to be 
So slow of comprehtiuslon. Plainly then. 
Thou hast no longer hold upon my heart, 
Save for some former idle hours, for which 
1 'd fain reward thee. I am not ungrateful, 
And will protect thee, Marion : but beware 
Thou raise no rock to make more difficult 
The upward path I climb. Dost comprehend T ' 
My words are plainer now 1 

MARION. 

Quite plain. They tind J 
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My heart out straight. Alas ! too well I know 
That our affections to our conscience oft 
Do play the traitors. Love me then no more : 
I seek but justice. Armed with honesty, 
We may defy the stings of outward ill, — 
Yea, laugh to scorn the malice of the world, 
And teach it envy. Load the heart with guilt, 
And the calm look of an unconscious babe 
Can set the cheek on fire. Make me not pray 
For death, to save me from my own child's eye. 
Methinks I see him bend his blushing brow 
Upon my grave, and hear him cry, *' O mother ! 
Had'st thou no heritage but shame to leave 
Thy wretched offspring?" 

LAWBENCY. 

Cling not to me thus ; — 
I like it not. Marion, I bid you rise. 
Fond girl, thou should*st have known my nature more 
Than to believe my purpose might be swayed 

* 

By such a whining homily as this. 

MARION (springing up wildly). 
Another voice, another look than mine 

Must force a passage to this stony heart 
Yet newly closed ! Come, little advocate, — 

(^She takes the child.) 
Fail thou, we're lost indeed. Hush, darling, hush, — 

Tis nothing Look upon this cherub face — 

The blue eye glistening through the half-formed tear, 
The tiny fingers in each other twined. 
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Ae some sweet angel prompted him to join 

His wretched motlier'a prayer. Caast thou refuse 

So iiinocGnt a pleader? Take us hence ; 

Leave na in ecorn, disgrace, and poverty, — 

But, oh, not here! 



tAWRENCY. 



Away! I cannot — Hence! 



Thou wilt not? 



MARION (claspinff him). 

Never — never! 

LAWRENCY (casts hcT off Violently). 

Fool ! then thus 
I cast thee from me. Since thou wilt not take 
The offered good, bear with thy slavish lot, — 
Menial attendant at a felon's board, — 
Or get more colour in thy wasted cheek, 
And comb thy white locks sleekly. Some one yet 
May take compassion on those waning charms, 
And give them shelter. If this suit thee not, 
Starve if thou wilt, — and die ! [E 

MARION. 

My poor, — poor child ! 
Is this the end ? There, to thy rest again, 

My bird dull, unwilling heart, to see 

The cause of Ihis rejection ! He has looked 

Upon a nobler head — a fairer face — 

A merrier heart than this grief-stricken one. 

Ha! he hath roused a feeling in my soul 

I knew not slept there. Rest, my gentle child j 
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'Tis well thou canst not judge thy mother's thought. 
That leans above. We will be both avenged ! 

IScene closes. 



SCENE iri IN A HOUSE NEAR WINCHESTER. 

Edith — Ethelind. 

ethelind. 
Your journey, madam, suited not the will 

Of Master Lawrency ? 

EDITH. 

The eager zeal 
With which he did oppose it, gave more strength 
To my resolve. Clothed with some secret power, 
He sways our destiny ; and 't is no shame 
To say I fear him. Yet I would not stay — 
Ha ! here at last 1 Leave us, good Ethelind. 

Enter Lawrency attended. Exit Ethelind. 
What news of Dudley ? — Hast thou seen him ? — Hath 
He sent for me? Speak, Lawrency, and say 
How fares my lord ? 

LAWRENCY (to attendant). 

Some wine: — my throat is parched. 

EDITH. 

One word, I pray you. 

LAWRENCY. 

Let me ne'er bestride 
Yon dapple more ; she flung at every bush, 
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As if a lion couched there. I would know 

When Master Vivian conies. lExeunt attendantt.^ 

EDITH. 

Oh, wilt not answer? 



IIb! ladv 



LAWRENCY. 

wliat witli me? 



EDITH. 

With thee ! Alas ! 
Much — very much. I'd have thee render back. 
A perilled life — I'd have thee to uncoil 
A clinging viper from thy heart, whose sting 
Hath else eternal power — I'd have thee wash 
From thy stained soul the wrong that thou hast done. 
In making merchandise of the dear blood 
Of thy familiar friend! 

LAWRENCY. 

I marvel what 
The suit may be to which these kindly taunts 
Are but the prelude. 

Pardon — pardon rae! 
Grief doth not pause amidst its wild career 
To measure courteous phrase. Forgive this fault, { 
If such thou deem it. What thou hast done ill, 
Thou canst undo. Give me my lord again. 

LAWRENCY (after a pause). 
How, lady ! are these clasped and suppliant hands 
The same that waved me from thy presence once, 
With such a royal scorn ? Are these the eyes, 
All humid now wilh bright and harmless showers, 
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That scathed me with their lightning ? This the voice 

That, when I murmured of my passionate love. 

Desired me to take my palfrey and depart. 

And I should have thy gratitude ? Nay, come ; 

I fear me 't is but mockery. Alack ! 

I know, and do mistrust, the baleful smile 

That wreathes the tyrant's lip, when his low mien 

Doth mock the victim with humility, 

Thus gilding torture's sting. 

EDITH. 

Is this an hour, 
A theme for jesting? Can a passing breath 
Of hasty spleen demand such reckoning? 
Oh, take a nobler vengeance ! Lawrency, 
Thy mind is changed — not nature. Hear me ; grant 
My prayer. 

LAWRENCY. 

I will. 

EDITH. 

Ah ! then I did thee wrong. 
Deeming that conflict with the world had torn 
The rich acquired virtue from thy heart. 
Leaving the sterner dross of selfishness, — 
Our nature's earliest-bom. Oh, thou shalt win 
A gift no gold may purchase — that sweet peace 
That self-approval brings. 

LAWRENCY. 

Come, this is well. 
No thanks: I do niy portion, richly paid 
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By this most blissful moment. Tims we seal 
Our mutual compact. Now thou 'rt mine, iudeed. 

{Advancitig as if to embrace ker, she starts back.) 

EDrXH. 

It cannot be ; — thou dost not mean it. Say 
Thou dost not mean it ! Listen, Lawrency, — 
Thou stand'et this moment where the paths diride 
To good and evil : choose the right, nor inake 
The devils blush at thine escelling sin. 
I tell thee, could I list sucb fearful terms, 
The sacrifice were vain, for he would east, 
In hate aud seom, the worthless life away. 
Bought at such price ! 

LAWRENCY. 

Well, be it as you will ; 
I hare been bred in disappointment's school. 

And will endure 'T will be a sorry sight. 

When some dark locks we wot of are beheld 
Wreathing the hangman's fingers ! When low binds, 
Whde homeward wending front their honest toil. 
Gaze on the blackening features, and cry, " See 
The bloody traitor's doom ! " while mothers raise 
Their whimpering brats to touch the scaffold's rim. 
And bid them love their king. 



O God ! no more ! 

LAWHENCV. 

And yet tbou lov'st bim ! Ah ! a flimsy thread 
la woman's love — a toy — a summer thing — 
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Of flowers, and sunshine, and the poet's dream ! 
Lo ! how the winter of self-sacrifice 
Doth chill it to the core ! 

EDITH. 

My life for his : 
T was for my sake, and at my will, he joined 
The traitors* company. Accuse me, then. 

LAWBBNCY. 

TTiee^ my sweet friend ? Methinks our gallant king 

May well forgive so fair a foe all harm 

Her power might work him. Patience, gentle one ; 

Remember thou thyself art here arraigned 

For a great crime : thy cruelty to one 

Who loved thee — ah ! how well ! 

EDITH. 

Good Lawrency, 
Taunt me no more. If thou art human, cease 
This devilish mockery ! Love I cannot give : 
It dwells within a cold and dreary cell. 
Bound to the fettered prisoner with a tie 
Stronger than all his chains. What hate so fell 
Could plant a scorpion on his couch of stone ? 
Or quench the last lone spark that cheers the night 
Of his soul's darkness ? Take my gold, I pray thee — 
My land — my jewels — I will be thy slave — 
Thy mistress, never ! 

LAWRENCY. 

I have slaves already, 
Or what will make them so. I want thy love — 
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Thee — and thy love. Look you, 1 jest no more. 

Be mine thou shall! Ay, sweetheart, never dream 

Tltat thioe accursed rainion can escape 

My vengeance. Know that, though the headsman misa, 

My hatred shall he fed. 

EDirn. 

DoBt thirst for blood ? 
Oh ! — seek no further for the sacrifice — 
My bosom woos thy dagger. This black sin 
I will not do. 

LAWEENCY. 

Then tkou hast murdered him, 
And from henceforth upon thy stubborn head 
Lie this young traitor's blood. {Goitiy — returntM 

If one hour hence 
Thou dost relent 

EDITH. 

Away! I heed thee not — 
I know not what thou speakest. Go ! thy worda 
Make a strange senseless murmur in mine ear ; 
My Boul rejects their meaning. Tempter, — hence ! 

[Exit Laweency. Edith remains motionlesi 
absorbed in grief till "ViviAti enters. 

VIVIAN. 

Madam, my master, — that is, I would say 
M.y friend, — desired me bring this loving scroll 

To your fair hand ; 'tis from your lord 

(Edith snatches it eafferttf.yM 
And say 
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That — but you chid him hence — he would have told 
Much that had giv'n you comfort — what calm cheer 
Marked the discourse 

EDITH. 

% Not see me ? — Do I read 

The words aright? Bid me return, and leave 
My husband fenced with foes. Have I not sworn 
To cheer and tend him through all grief and pain, 
Ev'n as we shared our love? And now depart. 
Nor through the windows of his dungeon, bend 
One parting look on him ? Alas ! what hour 
So much demands the duty he disdains? 
Speak, sir, — I cannot read this riddle, — speak; 
Canst thou ? 

VIVIAN. 

If my poor judgment may presume. 
He knows his safety best. Doth he not write 
Of love, — of pardon, duty^ sacrifice ? 
Nay, says he not his life's salvation rests 
On thy most prompt obedience? 

EDITH. 

Ay, 'tis so, 
Ev'n so 't is written. Heaven — my footsteps guide I 

As he can scarce test that obedience more 

I am ready at your pleasure. [Exit. 

Re-'enter Lawrency. 

LAWRENOY. 

Bravely done. 
Shrewd second ! Let not this consenting mood 
Change by delay. To-morrow we '11 set forth 
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For those broad kiida, which, fairly confiscate. 
Shall call me lord. For our caged hird, all 's safe ; 
We are not like to hear his note again ; 
Hugh Kensell is his keeper. Would'st thou more ? 



SCENE IV.~THE PRISON. 

LATYHBB (ds if Suddenly awaking). 
Let go my arms! Why do ye mock me? Ha! 
False villain ! I can reach thee still. T is nought; 
Thank God, I lilept. Boy ! that a silly dream 
Should make me breathless as with desperate strife. 
And fill my brain with horror ! Lawrency, 
When next we meet, this hot cheek shall betray 
The wrong my dreams have done thee. Ay, I thought. 
While sadly musing o'er my numbered hours, 
A silent angel came and set me free, 
And pointed to my home. There Edith stood 
To greet her lord ; when one like Lawrency 
Leaped from the earth beneath my verj" feet. 
And bore her shrieking thence, "fwas terrible; 
Still I behold that look of malice, mixed 
With fiercer passion — Hark! the bolt revolvea. 

Enter Maeion, stealthihj. 
My mute purveyor, I ne'er hailed thy step 
As now I do. Speak to me. 



1 am changed 



e you beheld me. 
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LATTMER. 

So thou arty indeed ; 
Or else this dangeon-Iight gives ghastlier hue 
Than captive cheeks are wont to wear. 

MARION. 

I mean 
My heart is changed. 

LATTMER. 

Gentler it cannot be ; 
And that thou art not grown less merciful 
This visit proves. 

MARION. 

I bring nor hope, nor aid ; 
Hope mocks me ever ; pity veils her brow ; 
The flowers I plant bear thorns. Why should I deal 
In mercy's sweet and tender offices. 
Yet ne'er partake of them ? 

LATTMER. 

Because thou art — 
Stem as thou seem'st, and wronged as thou may'st be. 
With every bright and cherished hope o'erthrown, — 

A woman still. 

MARION (aside). 
Now, wherefore parley thus ? 
Sir, do you love your life ? Nay, answer me ; 
And on the instant. 

LATTMER. 

I am young to meet 
The grisly monster, open-armed, without 
One backward glance upon the sunny fields 
That promised such fair harvest ; and besides, , 
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1 would not that our trysting-place should be 
The traitor's Bcaffuld. 

MAKION. 

Thou would'st then be free ? 

LATYHER. 

Ev'n 80, fair witch. 

MARION. 

It is ill jesting now 
With death and torture round you. Know then, sir 
I come to traffic with thee for thy life ; 
My price — revenge. This is a market world, 
And we its merchants —buyers and sellers all ; 
Health, peace, and life for pride of place and rule ; 
Honour for love, and happiness for gold : 
But all — all these, for vengeance. I am wronged ; 
And, being a woman, fi-iendless, weak, and frail, 
I need the service of a stalwart arm 
Like thine. Do but my bidding, and tbou 'rt free ; 
Refuse, and here I leave thee to thy doom, — 
Slow, dim despair, and gaoler bribed to slay. 
Come, — choose. But three days past, I would have s 
My heart's blood, drop by drop, to save from harm 
One hair of that fair brow. I '11 not look back : 
Love lies behind — hate onward . . . Would'st thou live ? , , 
But now, my thought grows wild, my senses reel. 
Blood 1 — I will have his blood ! 

LATTMEH. 

Can passion work 
A change bo fearful 1 Thou hast not yet named 
Him who hath wronged thee? 



Scene IV.] THE LORDS OF ELLINGHAM. 81 

MARION. 

Lawrency. 

LATYMER. 

My friend ? 
Leave thy revenge to God. I will not stain 
This hand with kindred blood, on such vague cause 
As thy wild words have shewn. What hath he done ? 

MARION. 

No more. Back to thy fetters and thy straw ; 
Thy fearless look misled me — I mistook 

Thy nature. I will work mine own revenge. 

Hear thou the sentence which was read to me — 

" Starve, if thou wilt, and die!" {She retires.) 

LATYMER. 

O Edith ! Edith ! 
MARION {returns suddenly). 
Stay, I will leave thee tidings that will serve 
To quicken the dull thought that prison bars 
Are apt to nourish : thy fair Edith lies 
Within the peril of a ruffian's snare — 
T is closing round her ! 

LATYMER, 

Ha ! my dream again ! 
Yet now I slumber not. Stay — tell me more. 
Torturer, wilt thou leave me ? 

MARION. 

Think on that. 
There's food for much conjecture, is there not ? 

LATYMER. 

Hold — hold — in pity! Is this dungeon hell, 

G 
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And yon fair thing a demon sent to prove 

My spirit's power? I — I will follow thee : 

Girl, thou hast raised a fiend, with which to dwell 
Alone exceeds my power ! What of my wife ? 

My Edith ? has she Woman, thou didst speak 

Of danger — of a snare ! Fool — fool ! — 't is plain — 
It is — it is my dream's reality ! 

MARION. 

Wilt thou revenge me ? Swear ! 

LATYMER. 

I swear ! 

MARION {7inlocks the chain). 

T is well ; 

{Brings a disguise.) 
Throw these rude garments o'er you. Quickly ; now. 
Follow with boldness ; but, dost hear? no word. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE v.— A STREET NEAR THE CASTLE. 

Enter Latymer and Marion. 

MARION. 

Now thou art free ; away, and quickly make 
Thy ransom good. 

LATYMER {detains her). 

Quit me not yet, strange guide ; 

We do not part so soon. 

MARION. 

Remove thy hand, 
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Or, by my soul — and that, this moment, seems 
The fearfuirst thing I know, — I'll straight denounce 
Thy noted name ; go, sir ! (Stops as she retires.) 

Avoid the Tower, 

For man to-day makes holiday to see 

His fellow butchered. Fare you well ! ^JExit Marion. 

LATYMER. 

The Tower? 
What secret impulse bids me seek the spot 
From which she warns me ? I will go. Good rags. 
Be my protection. 

{As he is going^ enter a group of Citizens.) 

CITIZEN. 

Master, if thou hast 
No vast affection for a broken crown, 
Take my advice ; stop here. 

LATYMER. 

I pray you, sir, 
What do they at the Tower ? 

CITIZEN. 

What do they at 
The Tower? Curtail man's fair proportions, sir. 
Would'st see the subjects they do practise on. 
Stand here by me. The pikemen forced us back 
From round the scaffold ; but they pass this way. 

(Enter more Citizens^ with country people of both sexes.) 
Good morrow, Peter. 

COUNTRYMAN. 

Thank*ee, sir. Can'st make 
Room for this lady? She 's my sweetheart, Maud. 
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CITIZEN. 

Surely. T were pity but all dames should see 

What frolic's toward here. O woman — woman ! 

How doth the prying imp of curious heart 

Make ye but tigers ! Were a man impaled, 

Or flayed alive, ye'd don your ribboned gear. 

Bid all your friends about you, and close up 

The day with mirth. Woman ! kind woman ! — Pah ! 

The devil might take your kindness at a gulp, 

And never choke himself. 

MAUD. 

Blockhead ! dost hear 
This parrot rail upon our tender sex, 
And dar'st not answer him ? 

COUNTRYMAN. 

Art rude to Maud ? 
rU lay this cudgel 'cross thy saucy pate. 
Wilt hold thy prattle ? 

CITIZEN. 

Oh, content thee, man ; 
Till Maud 's thy wife, best keep thy crab-stick whole. 
Else I'm no judge of feature. 

COUNTRYMAN. 

Give 's thy hand. 
What ! there 's no need to quarrel ; only mark, 
I 'd have thee neighbourly. 

CITIZEN. 

See, here are two 
{Enter the Lords Cobh am andGu^Y guarded^ and pass over.) 
Of the condemned : Lord Cobham and Lord Grey. 
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Methinks, my noble lords, it was not here 
Ye thoaght to share your honours. See, how slow, 
And mumblingly, the traitors walk. Aha ! 
Pray for the king, my masters ! 

COUNTRYMAN. 

Who comes here ? 
Waunds ! but he bears him cheerily ! 

CITIZEN. 

Tis Markham, 
He who was page at court. The silken traitor ! 
Look how he singles out each pretty face, 
With laugh and leer ! His hair and garb as trim 
As he would seek his lady's bower, not join 
The headsman's levee ! 

MAUD. 

He 's a proper man. 
Would he were uglier ! must that smooth fair brow 

{Enter Sir Griffin Markham, guarded.) 
Stoop to the block ? I vow I '11 speak to him. 

{Presses forward and curtsies.) 
God bless your worship. 

MARKHAM. 

Thanks, my pretty one ; 
No kinder greeting has been mine to-day, 
Ere this — than " knave" and " traitor," — I '11 no tongue. 
Save thine, to sing mine obsequies. Farewell. 
Forward, sirs, forward ! 

Enter an Officer, hastily. 

OFFICER. 

Hold ! — pause here awhile ; 
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The culprits would confess. You '11 pardoi 
This brief detention. 



Sir, 1 've home my life 
Some thirty years, and will endure its weight 
Some thirty minutes more, were 't but to shew 
My duty to the king. {Advances a little to the crowdJJt 

In this fair mass 
Of honest faces is there one which shews 
t-o much of sympathy, as will not shrink 
From kindly office for a man condemned 1 

[All relire hvt Lattmer.S 
But one? and he a beggar ! Loyal hearts, 
la treason so contagious ? Hither, friend ! 
Stout honesty oft bides iu mean attire. 
There's promise in thy rage. 

{Coming closer to Latymes J 
"Tia said, my friend, 
Our senses quicken as their end draws near. 
Prithee look unconcerned. Thou 'rt Latjmer ! 
And never trust me, but it glads my heart 
To see thy limbs uncumbered by these toys. 
And free to do my message. There is one^ 
Behold her image, Dudley. {Shews a portrait.) I baa 

thought 
To wear it on my breast till the sweet touch 
Were felt no longer. See hev, Dudley. Say 
I loved — no more — yes; tell her, if she hears 
I ebewed a light step and a careless mien 
Unio the crowd, it was no pari of me : 
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My spirit's eye shone on a far green vale, 

My last prayer for her peace was winged for Heav'n, — 

My heart was full of her. 

LATYMER. 

Poor Genevieve ! 

MARKHAM. 

Hist ! they may note you ; these are banging tears : 
Nay, Latymer, why ruffle with that name 
My soldier-bearing? 

Enter another Officer, 

OFFICER. 

All is ready now. 
The heads are fall'n, — the scaffold cleared, — lead on 
To execution. 

MARKHAM. 

Hark ! the prompter calls. 
Methinks it were scarce mannerly to keep 
Mine audience waiting, now their tragic thirst 
Is newly whetted. Latymer, farewell. 
Commend me in all honourable love 
To your fair bride. Ne'er yet in woman's shape 
Shewed virtue lovelier. I 'd fain behold 
Your meeting ! Get you from this dangerous scene. 

(Aloud to Latymer as he retires.) 
Farewell, sir Clod ; I know thou 'It not forget 
My mission. Farewell thou, my dark-eyed friend ! 
On, sirs, — ye chafe me with this funeral pace — 
A little faster. 

[Exeunt all but Latymer, the crowd pressing after. 
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LATYMBR. 

Noble heart, farewell. 
How much my thought hath wronged thee ! Was it shame 
Of thine own warmth and honour^ veiled thee thus 
In mien fantastic ? I '11 not see thee die. 

[JSxity and enter at the other side Hugh Kensbll 
and others^ armedj wit% a Citizen. 

CITIZEN. 

By yonder corner. Ha! mine eye just caught 
The flutter of his ragged cloak. He makes 
Straight for the river ! 

KENSELL. 

Twenty crowns I give 
The man who grasps him first. Jerome, and Cole, 
Round to yon corner, and head back the game. 
We follow on his track. Who 's for the crowns ? 

CITIZEN. 

That's right ; your staves, sirs. We are sure of him. 

[JSxeunt, running different ways. 

END OF THE THIRD ACT.* ' 

* It is scarcely necessary to remind the reader, that the three criminals 
were reprieved, after having respectively laid their heads on the block in full 
expectation of death. 

Lord Grey died in the Tower. Cobham died in 1619, in great poverty. 
Of the subsequent fortunes of Sir G. Markbam a pathetic anecdote is recorded. 

** This Sir Griffith Markham, on his first arrival in Bruzels, being kept 
down by the Jesuits, was reduced to such an exigency, that he was con- 
strained to pluck out the inlaid silver of his sword hilt to buy flour to 
make a hasty-pudding for his dinner." — H^afjjjportVj Spanish-English Pilgrim, 

But this sad state of affairs was improved by a pension from the Duke of 
Nuburg. 
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ACT IV. 

« 

SCENE I THE GARDEN AT ELLINGHAM. 

Edith — Ethelii^d. 

EDITH. 

"fUfkOK at yon dial, Ethelind ; the day 
Is surely waning. 

ETHELIND. 

T is just noon. 

EDITH. 

No more ? 
Alas, fair sun, what blessed thing hast found ? 
What charm in this wild labyrinth of wo, — 
That thou dost llbger thus to gaze on it, 
Deeming the pause repaid ? Would our weak eyes 
Might reach sd far ! 

ETHELIND. 

Dear madam, gaze not thus 
Into the bosom of these sultry heavens 
With an unsheltered brow. Let me but throw 
This veil around you. 

%0ITH. 

Wrap me in my shroud — 
Grief's veil : is that not best, my Ethelind ? 



00 
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A nianile welcome to the day-tired eye. 
Drooping and fainting for its rest ; a robe 
Fairer of fashion, yea, more coveted 
Than princely vestments : for it wraps a slave 
From bondage freed, no more the sport of sin, 
Ambition's thirst — nor passion's haunted dream — 
Nor grief — nor dread. Come here and sit by me. 
Did I not talk of dreams f. I'll tell thee what 
Befel last night. 

ETHELtND. 

What was't, dear lady? 

EDITH. 

Hark! 

Put close thine ear; are we secure? Methinks 
The air is listening, it has grown ao still — 
The flowers seem glancing hitherward. Come on. 
Into this nook ; their bright eyes pain me. Hist! 
'T was thus; — There sat a weight upon my bosom, 
A crouching phantom, whose white ghastly hand 
Beckoned my sleep away. There was a «ouiid * 
Of fluttering wings, as if a prisoned bird 
Had seen her love-mate in the skies at play, 
And would be with him. Then the lattice seemed 
To open, and I heard his voice — the voice 
Of Latymer ! Alas ! 

ETHELIND. 

Dear lady, what — 
What said he, in thy dream ? 

EDITH. 

Ay, 'twas a dreaoi, 
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JMy senses all partook. I saw him too — 
Telt — for he bent him o'er me as I lay, 
.And then his long hair touched me, and 't was cold 
^nd dank with dew. Oh, bitter was the tone 
That then addressed me, " Die, my Edith, die ! 

Lo ! sweet oblivion hath prepared the cup ; 

Dost thou not thirst like me? There are more worlds 

Than this most false one. We shall meet again ; 

I know that we shall meet again." " And where?" 

I spoke in whispers — answer there was none ; 

But on the casement beat the large fierce rain. 

And with a crash it closed. 

ETHELIND. 

You wakened then ? 
The blessed Virgin shield us from all ill : 
Would we might never dream ! 

EDITH. 

So thou wouldst cast 
A world away ! leaving that soul most poor 
That doth possess no other. Gentle sleep. 
Who paints forgotten pictures on our hearts, 
So that we deem them real ; gives despair 
Hope's healthful whisper ; brings the beggar wealth ; 
Plucks down oppression ; bursts the prison door ; 
And justice gives, unbribed. Nay, let us dream ; 
For only then, if we perforce must err, 
Tis done in innocence. Whose form is that 
Amid the trees ? Methought that here mine eyes 
Might shun the presence of false-scheming men ; 
But there's no peace — no peace! 
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ETHELIND. 

I know his gait ; 
Tis Walter Vivian. Look, he turns away ; 
Now stops — now turns again. How chafed he seems ! 
Thou would'st avoid hira, lady? 

EDITH. 

He is one 
I dread to look upon. I pray thee, come 
This way. 

ETHELIND. 

In yonder bower we shall be safe 
From his rude scrutiny. Retire, sweet madam ; 
I have a charm to lure this dragon hence. 
Trust him to me. (As they go out^ Vivian enters.) 

VIVIAN. 

He grows in malice, too, 
E'en as in villany. Fretful spite doth shew 

In every action Blind and sottish fool ! 

To yoke my fortune to so wild a car, 

Which bears me breathless over rugged ways. 

And depths scarce fathomed, from whose fearfiil leap 

My cooler thought recoils. And for what end 

Have I done this ? For none. Offence nor feud 

Had I with Latymer ; no revenge to wreak 

In blood or ruin I was poor before, 

So am I still. By Heav'n, I'll move no more 
In aid of Lawrency ! As yet 

Enter Ethelind. 

ETHELIND. 

How now ? 
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What sturdy vagrant 's this, that dare approach 

So near my mistress's person ? Out ! Alack ! 

*T is Master Vivian ! Pardon, gentle sir, 

I took you for a rogue — some petty thief — 

Some gaol-bird newly freed ; but now I see 

Bow much I did mistake. {Curtsying ironically*) 

VIVIAN. 

Well said, my lass. 
No music soothes me like a woman's tongue 
Tuned for a scold. I am in a bitter mood, 
And would be cheered ; so here I'll rest me ; now 
Go on : thou hast a spirit, — in good faith. 
Thou hast a spirit. 

ETHELIND. 

Would that men might say 
The like of thee ! Thou wear'st a sword, indeed, — 
(Is 't of true metal, or a peacock's plume ? ) 
And hast a manly swagger — airs would fright 
My very grandame ; still, I dare be sworn, 
The worth o' the picture 's chiefly in the frame. 

VIVIAN. 

Again well spoken. Rosier lips than thine, — 
And, now I mark thee close, a slenderer form, 
Yea, smaller feet, mine eyesight hath not scanned 
This many a day. I'd almost kiss thee, girl, 
But for a vow I made, when sorely hurt 
In a vain quarrel, ne'er to give again 
My heart a prey to the sweet devilry 
Of that fair mischief — woman! 

ETHELIND. 

To that vow 
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My Upa, and tlime own eara, ure much bebolilen. 
May a poor damsel know what migbly cause 
Hath moved this generouR ire i At shovel-boarc! 
Did Master IIoldfaBt l)eat thee? or, perchance. 
Was the last flask of Malvoisie too sour 
To {ilease thy cunning palate ? 

VIVIAM. 

Worse than that. 
Wliat think you ? The new lord took strange offence 
At some misdoing ; struck the steward twice, 
A grey old man that might have been his sire ; 
And hath discharged the cellarer, a man 
Whom, with crossed hands, 1 had vowed friendship to, 

ETHELIND. 

A most discreet old man 

VIVIAN. 

A worthy man, 

And a most jovial comrade. Nay, 'tia base! 
And, but ray pouch is empty as a drum, 
I'd serve his heck no longer. 

ETHELIND. 

Art thou mad, 
To tell me so? What, if yon busy bird. 
Affecting but to plume her painted wings 
Close at thine ear, were gathering up a tale 
T* amuse thy master? Thon'dst be packing soon ; 
Ay, sir, right quickly thou 'dst be fain to take 
Thine honoured spyship hence. 

VIVIAN. 

My master, truly! 
Since when wore I his livery ? Hark you, girl ! 
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His neck's no safer than another man's ; 

Were it my will to Humph — I'll talk no more. 

ETHELIND. 

*T is best. Thou 'dst else betray some confidence 
That none but knaves should hear ; some thievish craft ; 
Some scheme that, like a slimy reptile, crawls 
To sting in darkness ; some most valorous plot 
Against a woman, when no manly foot 
Is near to crush ye. By these heavens that shine. 
One stained with deeds like this had better dwell 
On savage shores, with things untaught and wild, 
Than strut the world, clad in such garb as thine. 
And call himself a man ! 

VIVIAN. 

It was not I — 

No deed of mine — I thought (Aside; turns away.) 

Am I a fool ? 
To blush and stammer like a chidden child 
Before this wench's eye ? 'T is bitter truth 
Gives her words venom ; she but drives more deep 
A thorn was fixed before. This shall not be. 
New thoughts arise within. I am not yet 
So much at odds with virtue, as to make 
All reconcilement vain. I'll speak to her — 

Tell her the tidings ; ask her Ethelind ! 

Hem ! Ethelind ! 

ETHELIND. 

Go ; I am sad. I'd weep. 
But for an heartless ruffler standing by 
To laugh and mock at me. 
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VIVIAN. 

I'd mock thee not. 
Nay, Ethelind — dear girl — believe me, now ; 
Less hardened than I seem, I here reject 
An office fits me not. I honour thee. 
And pity thy poor mistress. 

ETHELIND. 

T is too late. 
Alas — alas ! too late ! 

VIVIAN. 

For once thou 'rt wrong. 
Can'st keep a secret safely ? Spare thy fib, — 
For I will trust thee, woman as thou art, 
Having some slight discretion. I have heard 
(No matter how, but I believe the tale) 
That, by a hand which fought in former days 
By old Sir Gerald's side, some instruments, 
Useful for man's enlargement, were conveyed 
To an imprisoned knight, one Latymer ; 
Who thereupon escaped, and left behind 
Some fragments of black bread, an empty chain, 
And a kind caution to his careful wards 
To make their captives surer. 

ETHELIND. 

Is this true ? 

VIVIAN. 

Twas thought he sailed for Flanders ; but of this 
I have no certain knowledge. To thy mistress. 
And, with these news possessed, sing in her ear 
A song of comfort. Say, withal, that I — 
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I, Walter Vivian, kiss her hands in shame, 
That I have stained my erewhile manhood, thus « 
Joining her crafty foe ; — but from henceforth 
Am vowed her champion. 

ETHELIND. 

Never would I seek 
A blither errand. Tell me, ere I go, 
Wherefore this sudden but most welcome change? 

VIVIAN. 

A brainsick fancy, chiefly, of mine own ; 

And something more 1 see thou dost not know 

My history. I was an only child — 

An only petted child — and slew my mother ! 

Nay, start not, girl ; my folly and my guilt. 

That brought disgrace upon an honoured name. 

Grave heaven its sweetest saint. I broke her heart, — 

And then T loved her ! 

ETHELIND. 

When she knew it not. 

VIVIAN, 

She saw, and knew it. Say why else, I pray you, 

When any dark or evil destiny 

O'erhangs my path, doth her sweet presence shine. 

In warning, round me ? Not in anger, no ; 

But with a mother's smile, and such low hymns 

As I 've a dim remembrance to have heard 

Sung o'er my cradle. Thrice I have seen her thus. 

And thrice some ill hath followed. When, last night 



But, pshaw ! 't is nothing. To thy charge, my maid. 

[Exeunt severally. 
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SCENE II.-A HALL. 

GrOSSVELT — WiLHELM MaRJORY. 

MARJORY. 

And so thou knew'st not that my lady kept 
A goblin for her page ? 

GROSSVELT. 

Loth should I be 
To think that any dame of gentle birth 
Could so indulge her fancy. But thy sex 
Was ever doting ! 

MARJORY. 

He hath seldom deigned 
To grace us with his presence, since the day 
That Wilhelm strove with him. 'Twas boldly done. 
To cope with one of Satan's brood. But what 
Provoked the imp ? Didst imitate his gait ; 
Or note his hunchback ? 

WILHELM. 

No ; I did but say 
The lady Edith, having lost her lord, 
Might well do worse than be our master's bride, 
Or friend, as par amours ; when, as I live. 
The crook'd malignant darted at my throat ; 
And, though I robbed the hornet of his sting — 
Here 't is (shews a dagger) — and saved my life, I promise 
you 
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His clutch left marks upon me, sore and black, 

Enter Ethelind. 
As from the devil's claw. 

ETHELIND. 

Good Marjory, 
As I passed through the banquet-hall, I saw 
A rent across the tapestry that might well 
Admit thee with thy Sunday farthingale, 
Nor set one plait awry, 

MARJORY. 

The Virgin save us ! 

{Hurries out,) 

ETHELIND. 

Is not thy lord returned ? 

GROSSVELT. 

He '11 scarce be here 
Within two hours. A youth, whose horse fell lame 
At Palmer's ford^ tells that the chase took head 
Due south ; and when he quitted, was, at least. 
Three leagues from hence. 

ETHELIND. 

Thy lord will tire, and then 
Ye know his worship's humour. You 'd not share 
The steward's fate? See that he finds no peg 
Whereon to hang his anger ; but prepare 
To give him soft reception. 

GROSSVELT, 

In good time. 
I 'd talk with thee a little. {Approaches mincingly.) 
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ETHELIMD. 

Go, sir fool, 
Attend thy business. 

[Exeunt Grossvelt and Wilhelm. 
In two hours ? Tis well : 
May briers choke his path, and snake-weed bind 
Each foot his horse puts homeward ! Can I keep 
These gossips safe, and Vivian hold his brains 
Unclouded by the purple witchery 
Of his besetting fiend ; when to his snares 
Yon nimble hunter comes, he '11 find that while 
He urged the chase afar, his fairer prey 
Hath broke her covert, and is stol'n away. [Exit. 



SCENE III. — A PART OF THE GROUNDS AS IN ACT If. 

Enter Lawrency with huntsmen, Spc. 

LAWRENCY. 

Hang me yon spotted bitch without delay ! 
Beauty, ye call her? Hang her. Tis the wont 
Of beauties to mislead the pack. Beside, 
Her throat is out of tune. Dost hear me, sirrah ? 
Now what dost gape at ? 

HUNTSMAN. 

Did your honour say 
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The spotted one ? The best your kennel shews ; — 
So Master Dudley said. 

LAWRENCY. 

She shall be hanged ; 
The rather that thou bring'st a name that 's rent 
From loyal bosoms, like a worthless weed, 
To thwart my mood. 

HUNTSMAN. 

But, sir, the hound is staunch. 

LAWRENCY. 

Dost parley with me, fellow ? Here, give up 
Thy belt and horn. Seek out another lord. 
Take thyself hence. 

Enter Vivian. 

And what dost thou here still ? 

Did I not bid thee ride to Salisbury 

Ere supper-time ? Beshrew thee ! what dost here ? 

VIVIAN. 

A quiet saunter under these cool trees 
Did better suit my fancy. I '11 not ride 
To-night ; no, nor to-morrow, nor next day, 
Unless the humour serve. 

LAWRENCY. 

Why, what means thfs ? 
(To attendants,) Away, sirs ! Now, thou most untoward 

knave. 
Where are the papers my rash confidence 
Gave to thy drunken charge? Dispersed, I trow, 
That every boor the village parson's skill 
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Hath taught his letters, may grow wise upon 
The secrets of our state. 

VIVIAN. 

The scrolls are safe ; 
Heed not for that. But 1 11 no longer be 
An unrewarded drudge, to bear the scorn 
Which shames thy former smooth-lipped courtesy ! 
Twas then " Good Walter," and " My trusty friend. 

Lend me thine aid." ^The game is played, and I, 

The while thou 'rt fattening on the treasure won, 
In purse and prospect am as lean as ever. 
1 11 have a thousand crowns ! Thou canst spare these. 
Nor injure much thy rent-roll. 

LAWRENCY. 

Greedy rogue. 
Here, take this purse, and see thou gett^st no drink 
More than thou hast already. 

VIVIAN. 

If I drink, 
Tis but to drown the devil. He is here ; — • 
Here at my elbow, at my cup, my bed. 
With his cold hissing whisper, calling me 
A pander to the guilty purposes 
Of yet a greater villain than myself; — 
Yet that, methinks, is much. 

LAWRENCY. 

There, get thee gone ! 

VIVIAN. 

Begone? — With twenty bits of yellow dirt 
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For SO much honest service ? Fie ! thou pay'st 
Thy ploughman better. What ! grown miserly ? 

LAWBENCT. 

Tempt not my patience further. Friend, beware I 
Let us not quarrel. I am hot as thou, 
And, being provoked, more dangerous. I say, — 
Beware ! 

VIVIAN. 

Beware thyself. Why, who art thou ? 
My &ther was an honest gentleman : 
Clanst say as much for thine ? 

LAWRENCY. 

Go — go — thou'rt drunk, 
Not worth the weapon which should else chastise 
"iw swaggering insolence ! 

VIVIAN. 

He mouths it well ; 
""« loanly weaver of destructive wiles, 
^'^t boys and women ! — Yon poor helpless girl 
Is not thy victim. Chaste she is, and fair : 

And thou 1 '11 not say what I think thee now ; — 

^ut she is safe ; I will protect her. Ay, 

Storm as thou wilt, and vapour with thy sword, 

^t bird hath 'scaped the snare. 

LAWRENCY (draws and advances on him). 

Stand from my path, 
Or I will dash thee to the earth. Give back : — 
What! wilt thou tempt thy fate? 

VIVIAN. 

I fear thee not, — 
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Come 



[Act fl 



{_They Jight, and ViviAK/aU 
The curse of Eoglish hearts upon 
Thy French- taught tricks of fence, — thou hatlst me thei 
Thy bodkiu's point has prick'd mo from the world 
Ere I could make my peaoe with honesty. 
Right, gossip, who didet once pronounce broad blade 
No match for four- foot rapier! It were well 
Had I remembered thee. Look, Lawrency, 
And mark Heaven's justice. On this very spot 
1 sold myself to thee. As thou 'rt a man, 
Retrace with speed thy steps of damning guilt; 
For, if thou dost not, know that even now 
There is a bloodhound baying on thy track, 
Will quit thee not until his tooth be fleshed 
Upon thine inmost heart! O me! 1 faint . . 
What dancing forms are here? — Sir, stop this blood. 
Laugh'st thou, assassin, at thy goodly work? 
Ah! Lady Edith, ill for thee, 1 fear. {He fain 

LAWRENCV. 

Beshrew thee lor a quarrel-seeking knave ; 

Thou forcedst thy blood upon me. Well, with thee, 

If I mistake not, die some secrets which 

In earth's kind bosom may more soundly sleep 

Than on thy slippery tongue. The whelp I reared 

Grew to a lion with his teeth undrawn. 

And might at will have turned those dangerous fangs 

Upon his feeder. So — thy work is done : 

I will go bind my arm, as injured by 

Some sudden onslaught ; then return to see 

This clay disposed. So much, old friend, for thee! \E 
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Enter Edith in humble garments. 

EDITH. 

Alas ! my shadow warns me that the day 

Is older than I thought. The heavens dispose 

A patient spirit sways my champion*s breast — 

Soft — here he lies! Great God — to slumber thus 

At such a moment. Hist! Good friend, awake! 

*Twas not my will to keep thee. Why dost sleep 

So sound, when Wake, I say ! Time passes : wake ! 

We must go hence. Fie ! lazy sentinel. 

Is this thy watchful faith ? Up — up, for pity ! 

Great Heaven ! what stain is on my robe ? T is red — 

Tis blood — the sleeper's blood — and he will wake 

No more till angels summon. Hold ! he moves — 

May yet be 

VIVIAN (reviving). 
Water — water, friends, I thirst ! 

Goes the day with us ? Ha ! a woman here ? 

This is no battle-field : my wandering brain 

Takes up its broken theme. My life is sped. 

And by his hand for whom I blindly toiled 

To my soul's mortal hurt ! Night comes apace ; — 

Fly, madam, fly ! — I had the will to save, 

And now the power has left me. Pray you, fly ! 

EDITH. 

Care not for that : you are not hurt to death. 
I will call aid. 

VIVIAN. 

Sweet lady, spare thy pains ; 
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The steel has done its fatal office well, 

And drank at my heart's fountain. I can feel 

The branching rivulets of that great source 

Stop shuddering in their way. Fd speak to thee — 

Stoop — kneel beside me. Thy — thy husband 

{Starting up.) 
God! 
Who sings so sweetly in mine ear ? That voice — 
I know it well; — 'tis music — heavenly sounds, 
Unheard since boyhood's days — familiar then — 
Come floating round ! (Sinks back.) 

Mine eyes are dull with sleep ! 
Alas! poor mother ! art thou with me still? 
Thy mad boy comes at last ! — Lady, farewell — 

Stay not to see me die, but hasten Ah ! 

My mother ! ( He dies.) 

EDITH. 

He is dead, and was my friend ! 
Poor blinded instrument, whose services 
Were bought by promise, and repaid with blood ; — 
Thy fate transcends my own. Oh ! where to fly ? 
In the wide world there is no goal nor guide. 
Since death hath locked the lips that should have told 
Of Dudley's refuge. Ah ! 

{Re-enter Lawrency, his arm in a scarf,) 

LAWRENCY. 

My tiniant bird ! 
Would'st slip thy jesses ? Grows thy perch so dull, 
That thou would'st fain expand those pretty wings 
And try a bolder venture ? 
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EDITH. 

Hast thou torn 
Life's temple down, and now return'st to mock 
Its senseless ruins? Seorner ! jest no more, 
Lest this pale witness quit his bloody bed 
And bid the slow avenger speed ! 

LAWRENCY. 

Nay, nay, 
I would have spared thy gentle eyes, my love, 
This most unsightly scene ; but, as you see, 
Had need myself of aid. 

{He draws the body under the trees.) 
Thou Vt pale, my rose, 
And these rude robes befit thee not, albeit 
Thy beauty shews more nobly from their foil. 
Let us go in. 

EDITH. 

Heaven wills not such dark deeds 
Should go unpunished. Latymer is safe; 
And, be thou sure, will well reward the pains 
Thou hast bestowed for him. These cheering news 
Thy murdered comrade brought me. 

LAWRENCY. 

Then he died 
With a vile falsehood on his lips. 'Tis true, 
Dudley escaped, but how I know not ; — none, 
Save grim old Hugo, and yon wilful girl, 
Had access to his cell ; and that, I trow. 
Was deep enough, for I, his chamberlain, 
Selected it. But there were hawks abroad. 
And the freed pigeon circled round so oft, 
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Ere darting homeward, that his flight was stayed ; — 
He '11 scarce try that again. Now, list to me, 
Fair dame ! For all thy lofty-crested pride, 
Womanly craft, and wilful stubbornness, 
Have I not conquered ? What! is 't true? 

EDITH. 

T is true. 
Alas ! what would'st thou more ? 

LAWBENCY. 

The hibour done, 
Comes the reward. Would'st thou deny the fruit 
Of all my long and careful husbandry ? 
Tut ! I 've but catered for the royal feast 
Which I shall now enjoy — and only pause 
To note its daintiness. Come hither, sweet ; 
Nay, fear me not — / do not love thee now. 
Vengeance has long usurped the vacant throne. 
But reigns as fierce a tyrant ! Come, sit down, 

{Leads her to a seat.) 
And I will tell thee of a thing I saw 
When absent last. Watson, thou know'st, is dead. 

EDITH. 

Dead? 

LAWRENCY. 

On the scaffold. So is Clarke — these both 
Less guilty than thy lord. I stood by them 
In the last moments of their awful doom ; 
They were dragged forth* 

* The execution of the two priests, Watson and Clarke, was attended 
with all the barbarities at that period practised upon traitors. 
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EDITH. 

Spare me the tale. 

LAWRENCY. 

And hanged ; 
But not to death. Oh, that were merciful 
To what succeeded! With clenched hands — with throats 
Black with the stifling rope, and breath that came 

In short convulsive throbs — they chained them down 

(Already pale !) Tis well thou could*st not hear 
The last loud shriek of mortal anguish, wrung 
From those whose superhuman fortitude 
Struck all that gazed with awe — men hear it yet ! 
But, oh, the savage yell that round me rose 
When the masked torturer, with his bloody hands, 
Tore from their wretched bosoms life's quick source, 
That dogs might fight for it ! In sooth, I wept. 
To think that fearful scene was but the first 
Of a most dismal pageant. Who comes next ? 
List to the thrilling whisper of thy heart ; — 
It needs no word of mine. 

EDITH (starts up with sudden wildness). 

Speak — speak ! canst save him ? 

LAWRENCY. 

Ay So thy part be done. 

EDITH (after a pause of intense agitation). 

'Tis o'er— I yield! 
Do what thou wilt. Come, devil as thou art, 
Struggle no longer for thy hellish hire ; 
Body and soul, destroy me. Work thy will. 
In all the outward fashion of a man 
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Thou do8t coufront me, and I hear thy voice 

Fearfully tempting. Look ! there is God's throne 

Whereto the stain of murder doth attain 

Ere earth can green it o'er ; God's blessed air 

Surrounds us, and is passing onward now, 

Soiled with thy words of sin and treachery. 

Yet harmless all to thee ; from this I know 

That Heaven forsakes me ! No ; he shall not die ! 

/ will not leave that form of honoured life 

To the cold gaze of scoffing multitudes ! 

/"will not give the generous heart a prey 

For human wolves to tear ! What price too dear 

That makes him free? Take life — hope — honour — ^all ; — 

But save him — save him ! 

(She falls senseless at his feet.) 

LAWRENCY. 

Hard won victory ! 
Most lovely prize ! Mine — mine ! . . . My pulses bound 
Exultingly, and through each vein the blood 
Runs with a merry leap. Mine — mine, at last ! 
Oh, for an echo to repeat that sound, 

Till, like a flatterer, it hath cloyed mine ear 

I must be cool awhile Fair little hand. 

That Hest so calmly in the grasp of mine. 
As 'twere thy natural home ; let me become 
Emboldened to thy touch ! By your leave, lady : 

(He bears her towards the house,) 
For we must woo these fleeting roses back 
To grace our revel. Ho ! within ! (Attendants enter,) 

Good girls, 
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Support your mistress tenderly ; the day 

Has been too sultry for this delicate flower — 

A little sleep restores her. Rest then^ love — 

Rest, and ere night be thy fair self again. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV.— A DARK AND STORMY NIGHT. WITHOUT THE 
GREAT HALL, THE WINDOWS OF WHICH APPEAR 
BRIGHTLY ILLUMINATED — SOUNDS OF FEASTING 
WITHIN — A FIGURE, AT THE SIDE, IS CROUCHED 
BENEATH A TREE. 

Enter from the house, Ethelind, Grosqvelt followiuff. 

GROSSVELT. 

Nay, nay ; thou shalt not chide me back. I 'd go, 
Were 't twice as far, in twice so dark a night. 
To bear thee company. Come, give 's a kiss. 
Thou wilt not ? T is not every man would quit 
A jolly meal and fire, for sake of one 
Discharged from service. 

ETHELIND. 

Back, friend, to thy lord ; 
Tell him he sent me forth in poverty, 
And thinly clad for storms, yet 1 've a gem 
Not all his hoards of ill- won wealth could buy — 
An honest heart ! Let the chill winds rail on, 
Heaven still provides a cloak for innocence 
Warmer than miniver. I 'd rather herd 
With savage beasts, that have no sense of guile. 
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Than men of deadly malice like your lord. 
And ye, the coward creatures of his will ! 

GROSSVELT. 

What, /a coward? /? Dare but to speak 

That word again, and 

{The figure rises and comes forward.) 
Eh ! What 's this ? O Lord ! 

Quick, sirs, I 'm murdered — I 

{Rum f riff htened into the house,) 

ETHELIND. 

Gargantua ! 

GARQANTUA. 

Ay! 

Why art thou here ? Why dost thou quit the house 
In such a night and hour ? 

ETHELIND. 

Fiends rule within ! 
He hath prevailed ! — O my loved mistress, thou 
Art lost indeed ! With eyes o'erwatched — o'erwept ; — 
Heart torn with struggling passions — hope and fear — 
Ev'n to the verge of reason! She hath fall'n 
Before his dread temptations, and — is now — 
Alas ! alas ! — ask me no further. {Weeps,) 

GARGANTUA. 

Hark ! 
What sounds are those within ? 

ETHELIND. 

'Tis there he feasts 
(Gargantua climbs to a window near the buttress^ 
and looks in.) 



V 
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Those whom the rumours of his wealth, or dread 

Of his strange secret influence, have made 

His creatures ! Is 't the fierce light paints thy cheek 

So scarlet? No ; — again 't is ghastly pale ! 

Speak ! Why dost glare with that unearthly eye — 

Bending the iron stanchions with thy hand 

Like wands of hazel ? Speak ! 

GARGANTUA {muttering), 

A dream — no more. 

ETHELIND. 

Speak ! What dost see, Gargantua ? — what dost see ? 
Speak ! ere I climb beside thee ! 

GARGANTUA. 

Woman, hold ! 
Now 1 can speak — 1 have my voice again ! 
Prepare thine ears to list a tale of hell, 
Which I will read thee from this fearful book, 
Line upon line. A banquet-board is spread — 

Rich fruit, and luscious wines that lure men's brain 

To most delighted madness. There are met 

The boisterous bully, and the rough-tongued squire ; — 

Glib sycophants, and cringing slaves that lack 

The courage to be villains too — but tamed 

And fangless serpents, kept innoxious by 

Some master villain's hand. There is —there is — 

One woman there: — in crimson robes, and gold : 

Mine eyes devour her beauty, yet can scarce 

Endure its fierceness. Her cheek's fever seems 

To scorch the white plumes drooping from her brow ; 
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Her eyes flash fearful lustre ! She looks up ! — 
O God ! mine own are seared ! 

ETHELiND {impatiently). 

Again — again ! 

See'st thou nought further? 

QARQANTUA. 

Lilies, in the midst 
Are shining. Oh ! 't is sweet to gaze on them — 
Pearls of the garden — children chaste and fair! 
Midst the red splendour of that guilty scene, 
Ye only speak of heaven. 

ETHELIND. 

Whom see'st thou ? 



GARGANTUA. 



One 



Who, like the chief of rebel angels, sits 
Ruling them to his will. They move — Alas ! — 
A sickness seizes me. I would to God 
T were done ! 

ETHELIND. 

Enough! come down. 

GARGANTUA. 

By heavens, I will not ! 
r 11 ev'n see out the play. Be patient yet. 
There 's more to come — there 's more ! They bringa harp- 
(T is that which Dudley gave !) Oh, Ethelind ! 
What feeling bids them tax that swelling heart 
To make them music ? Look, she puts it by. 
Now rises the tormentor, — with soft step 
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He steals behind her chair, — he whispers words 
Of soothing mockery,— he makes strange signs, — 
He quells her with his fiendish eye ! Ha ! now 
She takes the harp again. Man ! 't is in vain ; — 
She cannot do thy will. With livid cheek 
She turns to him, and murmurs words which call 
The colour to his brow. He lifts his hand — 
Great God ! he will not strike her ! He 's a man, 
And men are round him ! Cowards — cowards — look ! 
Have ye no hearts ? 

{He rolls to the ground y as if exhausted with passion,) 

ETHELIND {fiends over him). 

He has fulfilled his work, — 

Now for our own ! See ! T ve the means and power 

To summon guests are little like to find 

A welcome here. Vivian — by this man slain 

At base advantage — left these scrolls, which shew 

Of treasons, working 'gainst the men he served ; — 

Tis but to warn them. I would brave the night, 

Were 't like his own heart — fierce and terrible. 

On such a mission bound. 

GARGANTUA. 

Brave, faithful girl ! 
Would that my tidings could make light the way. 
Rather than cloud it ! Comfort is no more, — 
Save in avenging ; — Latymer is dead ! 

ETHELIND. 

Alas ! and is it so ? 

GARGANTUA. 

Two days and nights 
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I 've wandered here, unconscious of the storms 

That howled above — bearing a mightier cloud — 

Unwilling to let fall its fiery load 

Upon a land already tern pest- torn ! 

She shall know all at once. The griefs that crowd 

Together on the heart, like waves opposed, 

Destroy each other. I will seek her ; — thou 

Bring her avengers. Ethelind, farewell ! 

ETHELIND. 

Be tender in thy speech. 

GARGANTUA. 

Need I such warning? 

\_Exeunt severally. 



END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I AN APARTMENT. 

Edith, in splendid apparel, seated on a couch, her head 
bent down on her hands — Gargantua kneels at her 
feet. 

GARGANTUA. 

She hears me not ; yet, for a weary hour, 
Slow as the wasting of an age-long life. 
Prolonged in torture, have I kneeled and prayed 

Some word or sign of consciousness Oh, speak, — 

Lady ! sweet mistress! — nay, she hears me not — 
My words have killed her. 

EDITH. 

Had they but such power ! 
Life, that deserts joy's new and glittering fane. 
Clings to its dismal ruins. T is the rich • 
In hope, who die — the loved — those for whose wealth 
Bowed hearts, and hands uplift, and sacrifice 

Of tears are offered — vainly I have made 

Yet mightier sacrifice ; and now to think 

O God ! how great a wo ! {Resumes her attitude,) 

GARGANTUA. 

Sweet madam, comfort. 
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EDITH. 

Thou say'st that he is dead ; that I have paid, 

Too late, a costly price, in desperate hope 

To gaze, but once, upon his ransomed brow. 

And die for ray reward. No more — no more — 

I pray thee, rend away this screen of blood 

That crimsons all I look on ! Thanks, kind Heaven ! 

I have not yet forgot the joy of tears ; 

I shall not yet be mad. Now what remains? 

See'st thou no more to do ? 

GARGANTUA. 

When life's dull load 
Hath grown too mighty for the bounded strength 
Of fleshly hearts, how easy 't is to cast 
The burden from us ! 

EDITH. 

Ha ! come here, Gargantua. 
Thou wilt not leave me in these fearful toils : 
I know that thou hast loved me =■ 

GARGANTUA. 

I have lived! 
And have no greater witness of my love 
For thee. For thee alone, Gargantua — 
The jest and ^corn of men — has learned to curb 
A spirit lofty as their own, and borne 
Life's curse thus long. Dost wonder at my word ? — 
Lady, I love thee ! On this earth, which gave 
These forms so different birth, I kneel and say. 
Lady, I love thee : with a love so deep, 
It scorns to wear the prostituted name 
Tliat men bestow on it. It hath not tears, 
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That so its venom might be wept away — 

Nor quenchless hoping — nor complaining word — 

To make its torture less ; — nor aught, save calm, 

Resolyed, and stern endurance ! Was it meet 

That this wild heart should lift its thought to thee 

In maddest dreams ? No 1 to the welcome grave, 

Its fittest home, had gone my tale untold ; 

But that the terrors of these fateful hours 

Had burst the cankered chain, and rudely snatched 

The monstrous captive forth ! 

EDITH. 

Hast thou too borne 
Thy portion in the sorrow I have caused 
By being Edith ? For such sake as mine 
No heart shall suffer more. 

GAROAKTUA. 

Grant then my prayer : 
To serve thee but a little space — and then 
Revenge ! 

EDITH. 

And thou wilt serve me with true faith ? 
Enough ; I know thee. Thou wert wont to wear 
Something within thy girdle. 'T was my gift ; 
Thou shalt restore it. 

GARGANTUA. 

Ha ! 't was forced from me 
By one upon whose coward heart I sought 
To prove its temper. 

EDITH. 

Thou ? What insult foul 
Could rouse thee to a deed of blood ? 
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GARGANTUA. 

Enough ; — 
He named thee slightingly. 

EDITH. 

It matters not ; 
Resolve is frnitinl. There are means less swift, 
But not less certain. Nature is too kind. 
In her great store, to leave us medicineless 
For bosoms ill at ease. Hence, like a ghost ; 
Bring me fresh flowers, Gargantua. 

GARGANTUA. 

Canst thou find 
Solace in them ? It is no wisdom, lady. 
To seek in gaudy and rejoicing things 
Balm for sick thoughts. 

EDITH. 

What ! is thy wit so dull ? 
Not those gay minions of the hour shall hold 
Their court again with me. A diflerent wreath 
Befits me now. Well I believe there is 
Nor herb, nor flower, how dark soe'er, or mean. 
Or noxious to the taste, or touch, or smell, 
But for the soul's disease, or corporal ill. 
Hath some appointed ministry. Of such 
I speak, sir page. 

GARGANTUA. 

Yet, madam 



EDITH. 

Art thou one 
Who needs a spelled and syllabled command, 
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Ere wilt about it ? To the garden, sir ; 

Cull me white lilies, and the hooded flower 

That in its monkish cowl at once doth bear 

Both death and healing ; nightshade, with its fruit 

Of royal purple ; drooping widow 's-flower. 

To me most fitting ; swallow-wort of gold, 

That lures the honey-seeker to its heart, 

Then hugs the thief to death ; and last — good page, 

Forget not that, — stout hemlock, by whose aid 

The wise and honoured heathen won his way 

Into the gods' embrace. From these, fresh drawn 

From the pale night-dew's curtain, I will wring 

A draught of magic power. 

{Exit Gargantua. Edith remains in the same 
position until he returns with herbs, Sfc) 
Thanks ; let me look 
On my deliverers : — cool and fresh, and filled 
With that rich solvent, at whose softest kiss 
Life's chain drops from us. For this service, boy, 
I make you free. Be happy. 

GARGANTUA. 

I have gained, 
As yet but half my prayer ; the rest I claim — 
Revenge upon the doer of this ill ! 
And then I follow. 

EDITH. 

Stay ! my soul hath fled 
Beyond such thought. AH hate, disgust, and fear. 
All thirst for vengeance, and all sense of wrong, 
Are dead within me. I '11 not have it so. 
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The ills that I have suffered are too great 
For man's revenge. I would not he should die ; 
rU tread that path alone. My last true friend, 
Farewell ! 

OARGANTUA. 

Thy hand, sweet mistress. Oh ! farewell ! 

{Aside — turning away. ) 
Now death, sole rival to whose arms I yield 
This royal prize, I pray thee linger not 
Upon the beauty of thy sacrifice, 
Lest I repent me, and, in jealousy. 
Snatch it untasted. {He retires.) 

EDITH. 

So — the hour is come ! 
With what alacrity our quick desires 
Stretch to that goal toward which, when far remote. 
They point but coldly ! I am sickly chill. 
O God ! how fearful is the solitude 
Of a deserted heart ! (Pause — she takes the flowers,) 

Poor drooping friends, — 
Of that false world where fairest smile and word 
The deepest hatred hide, — fit emblems ye ! 

So fair without — so full of death within 

Thus — thus I press 
The venom from your hearts ! Oh ! could mine own 
Thus render up its poison and its life, 

And thus be nothing ! 

Get ye from mine eyes, 
You blinding tresses. Writhing adders, hence ! 
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Ye coil too closely toward the heart which holds, 

Alone, its purity 

(Starts wildly from her seat and hneeh before a por- 
trait,) 

Mother, 't is thou 
Should'st stead me in this misery ! But oh ! 
It breaks my heart to look upon thy face 
So proudly innocent. Down, guilty head. 
Into the dust of the impassive earth. 
That can no more thy dainty looks defile 
More pure than thou. My unknown parent, if. 
As I did never nestle in thy breast. 
Nor in thy kind arms' ready refuge weep 
My infant griefs away, — so my lost soul 
May miss the path to that blest world where thou 
Hast rest for aye. O mother sweet ! look down, — 
Yet bless me once, my mother ! Pray for her 
Who, sick with sorrow and beset with snares, 
Found this world's paths too rugged for her tread, 
And the grave's peace too tempting! Ha ! what light 
Steals o'er thy features ? 'T is heaven speaks to me, 
In pardon of this deed ; — and lo ! I hear 
A soft and gentle voice cry — " Edith^ comer 

Now — now 

K^As she is about to drinh^ the lattice is forced j and 
Dudley Latymer leaps down : a long pause.) 
Thy message — from the dead. 

LATYMER. 

I live, 
My Edith! Wife! 
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EDITH {waving him off). 

I know thee not ! Away ! 

The villain mocked me, — for he could not save, — 

And 80 my sweet lord died. 

LATYMER. 

He lives for thee ! 
Oh ! if I dream not still, — if thou 'rt, indeed, 
My own blest Edith, calm this frenzied mood. 
Oh, lost too long ! come to thy home, my heart. 
And be at peace. I have prepared a bower 
Secure and sweet ; — no envious hand can trace 
The spot where Dudley, with a miser's care, 
Shall hide his treasure. Let the world sweep on 
To its own ends — we care not. Fortune may 
Return ; but we '11 not stoop to woo her back. 
Who bear within us an exhaustless mine 
That beggars her high state. Come, love, thy hand — 
Nay — dost not know me ? 

EDITH. 

Ay — methinks I do ; — 
But do not jest with me, for I have slept. 
And had a dream so fearful, that I see 
Its phantoms round me yet ! Oh ! can it be. 
That I should stand unchidden at thy side ; — 
No proud o'erweening virtue to stalk by 
And brand me with its silent look ? No pang 
To rouse pale conscience from its sleep of death, — 
But what is present shall be peace and love, — 
And what is past, oblivion ? Didst thou say 
It should be thus i 
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LATYMER. 

Thus — even thus. 

EDITH {clinging franticly to him), 

O come ! 

Why linger we ? Why draw one other breath 

In this hot atmosphere of shame and sin ? 

O — come — come — come ! 

LATYMER. 

It is my prayer. 

EDITH. 

Hold ! hark ! 
Did you not hear a whisper ? I would fly, — 
Indeed I would, — but ever when I move 
Some unseen monster seems to coil around, 
And bar my progress. Go, beloved — farewell. 
Strive not with fate. 

LATYMER (draws her towards the window and points). 

See, we are safe already. 
There lies our path, our own sweet place of play 
In childhood's hours; — and lo! the favouring night, 
From her fringed mantle, flings a silvery star 
To be our guide and welcome. 

GARGANTUA (stands before them). 

Hold! 

LATYMER. 

How now, 
Creature of evil omen ! wherefore here ? 

GARGANTUA. 

To question thee. What would'st thou do with — with 
The — woman on thy arm? 
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LATYMER. 

With this true steel 
I would reply to thee, but thy wild tone, 
And frantic fury gleaming from thine eyes. 
Make me believe all thought, save malice, now 
Hath flown its hideous dwelling. From our path ; 
I would not crush thee. 

GARGANTUA. 

Thou canst harm me not ! 
Thou canst but gnash thy teeth — or weep — or rail — 
Or leave on that misshapen lump of flesh 
Ye call — Gargantua, a proof how well 
The murderer's knife is fitted to man's band. 
T is / am armed — not thou. 

EDITH. 

The truth — on — on. 

GARGANTUA. 

Those costly robes, whose glitter seems to mock 

Their wretched wearer, shall help out my tale. 

Is it in such fair guise a woman mourns 

Her murdered lord ? or for his perilled life 

Pours out her heart in prayer ? When thou earnest in, 

What panting welcome gave her lips to thee ? 

Why sought she not in thine expecting arms 

Her wonted shelter ? Wherefore droops she now, 

Before thy glance, as if in dread that thou, 

In the pale volume of her look, should'st read 

Thy fate too quickly ? Answer ; what canst deem. 

From these so slight but fearful witnesses, 

But that the guard and keeper of thy store 
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Hath, like a traitor, burst the seal, and made 
The prize his own ? 

LATYMER {after a pause). 

Fiend ! thou hadst reached my heart ; 

But malice' fiery darts from love's strong shield 

Fall quenched and harmless. Go! To thee I turn, 

Life's earliest blessing, my sweet playfellow. 

My loved companion, and, of later days. 

True friend and counsellor. It was thine hand. 

The fond assurance of thy love and faith, 

Bore up my fetters, that I felt them not, _^ 

Nor knew they bound me. My lone draught grew sweet, 

As with thy kiss ; my dungeon seemed not drear, — * 

From every barred pane thy bright face shone 

Radiant with hopeful love. The accuser spoke . 

His words of blood — the judge — I heard them not : * 

There was no voice but thine. And thou — that thou 

Should'st play me false at last ! Look up, my Edith ; 

Look proudly up ; let Honour's princely mien, 

That needs no language, tell this crooked fiend 

He lies to God and thee ! I charge you, speak 

A word — but one! Foul slanderer, prepare 

GARGANTUA. 

She has not spoken. 

LATYMER. 

Proud, repellent scorn 
Has chained her utterance. Edith, my beloved. 
Spoke I too harshly ? Look ! I kneel, and with 
A suitor's humblest accent, — ay, with tears, — 
Adjure thee, from this rack of fiery pain ♦ 
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Absolve me quickly ! Ha ! thou 'rt changing ; what 

Look up. How is 't, my love ? Gargantua, 
ITiis is thy falsehood's work. Die, villain, die ! 

{Seizes him violently,) 

GARGANTUA. 

She lives ; she has not spoken. 

EDITH (to LATYMER). 

Loose thy hand ; 
Thou tak'st the accuser for the culprit. Dudley, 
Let me not rack thine ear with words whose truth 
Hath reached thine heart already. 

LATYMER (dropping his dagger), 

I have heard 

Of strange delusions that do mock men's souls 

How changed thou art ! Thy voice is deep and stern. 

That made such music as a sleepless bird 

Might scatter through night's waste. That drooping 

form — 

Where is its matchless majesty ? Why grows 

Thy brow so dark and wrinkled, which but now 

Fair as an angel's seemed ? 

EDITH. 

Upon the shrine 
Where I did offer up a fairer gift, 
My fatal beauty perished. There but needs 
One other sacrifice — one only — poor, 
And worthless, and degraded is it — and 
Shall quickly follow. Hadst thou, Dudley, come 
One moment later, all were done, and I 
Hftd bought my pardon. I can bear no more 
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The torment of thine eye. If thou hast pity, 
I pray thee leave or slay me. 

LATYMER. 

No : 't is false ! 
I ne'er yet doubted thee ; but reason now 
Rejects this wild confession. I will die 
In disbelief: I know — I know thou'rt still 
My pure and honoured wife ! 

EDITH. 

What darker doom 
Hath Heaven for. guilt than here to force its gaze 
On its own deeds? My soul is pure — my love 
Thine own — a diamond in the dust concealed 
Of ruined virtue. I was sore beset ; 
And hope's last dart, flung with too wild an aim, 
On my own breast recoiled. But penitence 
Hath, in the stern respect of virtuous men, 
A strengthening power ; and I will die, for then 
I feel death holy. 

LATYMER. 

Livey and wash away 
The crime that, with the dust of earth, defiles 
What seemed too heavenly. Pray, and angels' tears — 
If God's bright children mourn — shall yet blot out 
The guilty record. I have done with life ; 
And nought is left me but to weep and pray 
That we may meet before His awful throne, 
There, pure and pardoned, on each other gaze. 
Knowing ourselves once more. 

K 
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BDtTH. 

For that 1 thank thee ; 
Bat I 've a jealous oracle which gives 
A somewhat prouder couosel. There are sins. 
By sinners judged, aad in this world condemned, 
For which the motive may not plead in vain 
At the last judgment-day. I could 6ay more, 
But my polluted presence clouds thine eye, 
And makes thy cheek so corpselike in its hue. 

Good night, sir, fairly Thou neglectful page ! 

Why Btand'st thou dreaming there, and giv'st me not 
My wonted draught? (Garoastua gives the cup.) 

LATYUBR. 

Hold, air! what haat thou there t 
What 'a in the cap ? 

EDITH. 

That which gives healthier sleep 

Than virtue can 

LATYHBB (spHjigs forward and snatches it). 
T Is poison! hold thy hand! 
GAEGANTUA {takhuf Up the dagger). 
Low as thou liest, neglected peace-giver, 
Many have found thy worth. 

EDITH {aside to aAKGAKTDA), 

True friend, I thank thi 
Quit not my side. {To Latymer.) 

My sometime lord, farewell ! 
When we are parted, hear you Edith's tale ; 
Then judge how far a woman's heart may bear. 



I 
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And where no longer. Live for happiness ; 
But not — oh, not to envy me the doom, 
More welcome now than lapse of earthly years 
Unspecked with sorrow. Live to pardon me, 

(She snatches the dagger from Gargantua and 
stabs herself.) 
And to commend this deed. 

LATYMER. 

I stand and gaze 
As if some magic touch froze me to stone, 
Leaving no sense but vision, and that spared 
For torture, not in mercy ! Art thou Edith, 
My love and life ? My flesh begins to creep ! 
How came I hither ? Would this dream were o'er ! 

EDITH. 

Dudley, come nearer. Speak — oh, speak again. 

I cannot nearer ...... All is darkness now ! 

Say, did the angel that from death-bed strife 
Sets free the panting spirit, take thy tone ? 
Or didst thou speak, and call lost Edith thine ? 

LATYMER. 

My tears speak for me ! Edith — I — O God ! 

Who, for some purpose from our thoughts concealed. 

Hast suffered this great wo, in mercy guide 

Into this victim's death-dull ear such balm 

As my weak words may give ! Oh, love, believe 

That I did never, in its purest day. 

So feel thy soul's nobility as now. 

While thus again I call thee — pressing thus 
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Cold lip to lip — and bleeding heart to heart — 
My own — my own 

EDITH. 

Oh, now most welcome rest! 
The day has been too long. Thou dost not know 
How I have prayed for death. Let me but lay ■ 

My head upou tliy bosom, thus — to sleep, ^ 

( The scene closes.) 



SCENE II. — THE STUDY.— NIGHT. 



Lawrency, at a table covered with boolta, papers, 
jj lans, Sfc. 

LAWHEi'CY, 

Thrice have I moved those hangings ; yet could swear 
That their dark folds concealed some form instinct 
With moving life. How yon grim portrait stares! 
His eyes outgleam my cresset— S' death, he smiles! 
Truce with thy ghastly merriment ; I '11 spoil 
Thy grinning, friend, to-morrow ! The night's revel 
Hath aomething wearied me, and sense o'ertaxed 
Plays us, in spite, strange tricks. {A pause — he writes^ 

Tis very still, 
And yet it is not. I have seen it writ 
That on the brooding earth no silence dwells, 
But ever there are deep mysterious sounds, 
Wlioge source we know not, flitting to and fro, 
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Like shades condemned, that wander earth and heaven 

Yet nowhere find a home. Well, to these lists : — 

** Hangings for chamber in the eastern wing^ 

Six nobles and a mark" *' For closing in 

The right of pasturage^ ten marks" *' The sale 

Of old Dame Gillian's tapestry brought no more 

Than fourteen crowns" Fourteen ! Now, by my faith, 

Why here is roguery ! So, master Steward, 

Thou shalt account of this thy stewardship : 

Would'st fatten on my substance? Thou shalt hence, 

With thy glib tongue, and prate of thine old lord, 

As is thy wont, to dotards like thyself; 

Thou 'It plunder not the new. What 's thi9 ? " The plan 

For building of the church you promised, when 

The steeple of the old one " kindly fell. 

And oped my landward view. " They cannot pray — 
No roof above" No roof ! the less remains 
Betwixt their prayers and heaven. Away with that! 

I will not give a mark Hark ! some one stirs. 

T is nought. Lo ! how the tongueless night doth give 
Significance to every wonted sound ! 

Now I '11 to bed, to-morrow I '11 {A noise without,) 

Ha, there ! 
Who comes? 

Enter Dudley Latymer. 
Stand — speak ! what dark intruder's this? 

LATYMER. 

Thy conscience, cousin. 

LAWRENCY. 

God of heaven! I dream. 
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LATYMBR. 

Call Oil the devil, raao, thy friend of old; 
1 am but Lis ambaseatlor, and come 
To bid thee to the feast prepared lor tbce, 
His most trustworthy miniBtcr. Art ready i 

LAWRENCT. 

Hold! from whence eom'st thou, Dudley? 

LATYMEK. 

Canst thou a 
Why, from King James's felr menagerie, 
Nursed in the Tower. His grace has gathered there 
A choice collection — noble beasts, i'&ith : — 
A toothless lion, some five Flemish bears. 
And divers monkeys from the realm of France, 
All mischievous as men. And who doat think 
Was ting among them ? Raleigh — the witch Raleigiu 
Enough of that. A sorry welcome this 
To my fair home. The jealous doors all close, 
Through an ill-fastened casement I was fain 
To grape my way, like some poor honest knave 
Enamoured of his richer brother's hoard. 



Dudley, 



LAWKENCY. 

e calm ; what would you? 

LATVMER. 



Most hospitable Lord of Ellingham. 



t 



* A ubriqBil, oiiginating in aa eipresuan uldreBied by Broolie to 
Markbom, and quoted b; Sir E. Coke on Raleigh's trial; lii. "Take bead 
lioiv jflu do malm my Lord Cobham atquiiinled ; for, wLutdver lie Lnawali| 
Raleigli the Kitt^h will get il out of iiim." 
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No ceremony, sir ; sit down, I pray. 
And list a merry tale. I had a father — 
Why dost thou start ? Is 't, then, so marvellous 
To have a father? 

LAWRENCY. 

Stay, my friend, some wine. 
Those varlets sleep — thy dress 

LATYMER. 

Ha ! wet, I see ; 
No matter, — 't is not blood. Sit down, I say — 
Sit— stir not, or I '11 kill thee ! 

LAWRENCY (oside). 

Curses light 
Upon those drowsy villains. I must take 
Decisive measures ; 't is mere charity 
To quell a madman. {Aloud,) Sit? Ay, sit we down 
Right welcome, cousin. Come, {Brings wine and cups.) 

A full carouse ! 
Nay, take the larger cup, the draught is nothing : 
This is a merry meeting. 

LATYMER. 

And shall be 
Yet merrier, ere it end. Ay, give me wine. 
For yon grim gaoler played the niggard host ; 
And, truth to say, cold cells and prison fare 
Do suck the marrow from quick-blooded youth, 
And make a ghost of him. {Drinks.) 

There 's life in that. 
Aha ! how glibly through the warming veins. 
The red magician speeds ! He quickens words — 
Breathes on the hearths dull eye — sets fire to thought — 
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Spnrs up the lagging pace of memory — 
Knits every joint Riiew. Now tell me, coasin, 
Uast thou done well by met Hast safely kept 
The gem I gave ? Holds Honour in thy breast 
Her wonted tbroiie ? 

LjiWRENCy. 

Another cup, my friend ; 
What catechism is this ? Some foe of mine 
(For all on whom one smile of fortune beams 
Have foes to spare) hath soiled ray fair report 
In my good kinsman's mind. Didst thou but know 
(Though it becomes not me to speak of it) 
With what a reckless and unwearied zeal 
I sought thy pardon from the hands of those 

Who thirsted for thy life And Edith, too, 

Thy gentle bride, with what a brother's love. 
Respectful tenderness, and 

I.^'I'VMEB. 

80 1 thought. 
Why how the slaves belied thee ! Good sir, since 
I walked this curious world, my fate has been 
To herd with strange companions. Some were bold. 
Some stealthy sinners — murderers, courtiers, rogues, 
Flatterers, and thieves ; but never one ao base 
But, in some secret comer of his heart, 
There lurked a chord of mercy. It might be 
A child — a dog — a bird — that kept the tone 
Awake; but still 'twi^ something. Could I think 
Thou would'st not listen to that syren voice 
That older villains liear? 
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LAWHENCY. 

What dost thou mean ? 
Mercy ! to whom ? 

LATYMER. 

To that poor lamb, which I — 
Deluded fool ! — hid in the he-wolf's den 
For safety. Hark ! dost hear her bleating cry ? 
Thou didst not think the shepherd's ear was yet 
Awake to such a sound. I come — I come ! 
Thou shalt have succour soon. 

(Lawrency, alarmed at his increasing violence^ 
snatches a swords which Latymer wrests 
from him^ and holds him in his grasp.) 

LAWRENCY. 

Take oflF thy hand ,• 
She shall come hither. 

LATYMER. 

Can thy malice, then, 
Outstride the grave ? Would'st make a slave of Death ? 
Break up the sacred palace of the tomb, 
And hale thy victim hither by the shroud ? 
Hark! in thine ear — She'srfearf.' What! is 't remorse — 
Or fear — or unbelief — that makes thee blench 
And mutter to thyself? Now, follow me ; 
And mark, if thou dost seek, with voice, or sign, 
Or footfall, louder than thy wont, to raise 
Thy slumbering vassals to oppose my way, 
I '11 strike thee to the heart. Dost hear me? Come. 

[^Ex€U7lt. 
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SCENE III— A LONG GALLERY, DIMLY LIGHTED. 

JSnter Lattmer and Lawrenoy. 

LATYMER (jstops before a picture). 
That face is noble. 'T is two hundred years 
Since, on the battle-field, that warrior hand 
Built the first fortunes of an ancient house — 
Nine generations gone. No speck, e'er yet, 
Stained his white honour's shield. Doubtless he thought 
That tree he fostered with his gallant blood 
Would spread and flourish ; and, with lapse of years. 
Grow mightier. T is cut down. A noble £aucel 

LAWRENCY. 

'T is noble — ha ! {Aside.) How slow thou dost thy part, 
My potent minister, when most I need 
Despatch ! His cheek grows white — he gnaws his lip ! — 
Good — good ! 'T is working now. 

LATYMER. 

Time presses. On ! 
(They pass out at the other side.) 

Enter Grossyblt, half-dressedy armed unth a huge 

sword. 

6ROSSYELT. 

May I ne'er greet my native Holland, nor 
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Thy broad sweet face, my Annchen, if, but now, 

I heard not footsteps m this gallery. 

And, lo, there's nought ! The lamps burn dim and blue. 

I like not this dead hush. What! Wilhelm! Wilhelm! 

Enter Wilhelm. 

WILHELM. 

What hast thou found ? 

GROSSVELT. 

A vacancy — a void — 
Where I did look to find humanity. 
Wilhelm, I have been troubled much, of late. 
With uncouth noises. Heavy footsteps tread 
Above my chamber, where a pigmy scarce 
Could squeeze betwixt the rafters. Nay, sometimes 
Mine ears are startled with a dull, deep growl. 
No human tongue might form. 

WILHELM. 

Alas ! I know 
Too well that sound. 

GROSSVELT {eagerly). 
What is 't— what is 't, dear Wilhelm ? 

WILHELM. 

Dame Marjory snoring. 

GROSSVELT. 

Tut ! good Wilhelm ! choose 

A better season for thy jokes than now, 
When, it may be, behind yon very screen, 

A true live ghost sits^ listening to our talk. 

And fit to pounce on us. Hark ! FU be sworn 



140 THE LORDS OF ELLINGHAM. [Act V. 

I hear a horse-tramp in the avenue ! 

Tis plainer. Hark! {Both listen.) 

WILHELM. 

Why, now I hear it too. 
Shall we not to the master ? 

GROSSVELT. 

That 's my place. 
Speed to the door, and see thou question well 

These midnight riders, ere thou Hark! they come. 

{Exeunt severally,) 



SCENE IV.— THE APARTMENT OF EDITH, AS BEFORE.— THE 
CORPSE OF EDITH LAID UPON THE COUCH. 

LaTY MER — L A WRENCY — GaRG ANTU A. 

LATYMER. 

The raven muttered, as we passed along, 

A note of death — the sullen clock hath tolled 

Its midnight warning ! Hast thou so much grace, 

Commend thy soul to God ! 

LAWRENCY. 

What mean'st thou ? 

LATYMER. 

That 
The crown and limit of thy fell career 
Is where thou stand'st. Each living breath of thine 



ScBNpIV.] THE LORDS OF ELLINGHAM. 141 

Offers foul insult to that thing of clay. 
Thou hard of heart! I '11 talk no more with thee. 
Look once again upon thy hellish work — 
Then take thy meed. 

LAWRENCY. 

Is 't so ? Then list to me. 
With all the serpent-passion of man's soul 
I hate thee, Latymer ! From childhood's days — 
From m&ncy — I hate thee ! Thou hast been 
The shadow in my path — cloud of my sky — 
The hidden reptile on whose slimy scales 
I trod — and slipped. Ev'n from that boyish time 
When, sporting in the woods, I plucked a rose — 
The queen-flower of the field — for Edith's hair, — 
And you, the stronger, took the coveted prize 
Away, and bade me seek if all the woods 
Held such another — from that hour thou hast 
Forestalled me ever. Who was 't taught me sin ? - 
Who taught me jealousy ? Whose influence drove 
My tortured heart to wild and reckless ways. 
That rooted me from out thy father's love, 
And set my bark afloat in life's wide sea 
With scarce a sail ? Who took my promised bride. 
My beautiful — whose fair possessions might 
Have given the outcast beggar wealth and home ? 
'Twas thou — and thou — and thou! And didst thou 

dream 
That I should cower and crouch beneath thy heel, 
And speak thee fair, and, with a slavish whine, 
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Bid scourge or slay me as thy mercy will ? 
This is my answer! — 

(Jittshes on Latvher, — a fierce struggle. Aktm 
wit haul.) 

Help ! — without there I Ho ! 
A madman here o'erpowers me ! Help ! Oh help ! 



One moment, good Gargantua, guard the door, 
Ev'n with thy lite — thy life ! 

{The struggle continues. Gargantua secures thti 
dottr.) 



Quick ! quick ! I faint ! 
If ye be men — 'tis but a weakling child 
That keeps the door. 

( The door is burst in, and enter an Officer withM 
guards, who part them.) 

LAWRBNCT, 

Behold your prisoner! Are your fetters strong? 
You 'II need them all. Weak as he looks, and pale. 
The maduesB of his rage gives giant strength 
To his fierce struggles. Bind him — well he knows 
The taste of fetters. 

OFFICER. 

Villain ! 't is for thee 
We bring these chains. Thou haat played false wil£ 

those 
Who bought thy service ; — and must answer now 
Those crimes for which thy ready treachery 
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Obtained conditioned pardon. In that land 

Upon whose fostering soil thy guilt has left 

A bloody record, there are lips that burn 

To witness 'gainst thy crimes. Three days from hence 

Thou shalt embark for Holland, to reply 

To the dark charges brought against thee there; — 

And, if condemned as guilty, to endure 

Such penal tortures as our English law 

Dare not inflict. Away with him ! 

LAWRENCY. 

My curse — 
My bitter curse, light on ye ! Hold ! How now ? 
What ails my gentle kinsman ? Was the wine 
Spiced to his palate ? Come — wilt thou sup with me, 
Dear cousin, or with her? 

{Points to the conchy and is led out guarded.) 

ATTENDANT. 

Sir, the dwarf page, 
Of whom the woman spoke to us, lies dead 
Beside the couch. 

OFFICER. 

There 's foam upon his lips ; — 
His features are distorted ; — he has drunk 
Some fatal potion. 

LATYMER. 

Let me have thine arm. 
Sir soldier,— I am full of deadly pains ;— 
A scorching thirst feeds on me ; — streams of fire 
Shoot from mine eyes, then leave them dark as night. 
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My spirit that, throughoat a fearful hoar. 

Has fought with death, now yields. My martyred love, 

For my sake murdered — lead me to her side. 

Quick ! I am dying — dying. Ha ! I know 

This face— how cold ! My Edith ! it is I ! 

(Falls on the couch.) 



THK END. 
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